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THE YOUNG KING 



THE YOUNG KING 

IT was the night before the day fixed for 
his coronation, and the young King was 
sitting alone in his beautiful chamber. 
His courtiers had all taken their leave of him, 
bowing their heads to the ground, according to 
the ceremonious usage of the day, and had 
retired to the Great Hall of the Palace, to 
receive a few last lessons from the Professor of 
Etiquette ; there being some of them who had 
still quite natural manners, which in a courtier 
is, I need hardly say, a very grave offence. 

The lad — ^for he was only a lad, being but 
sixteen years of age — was not sorry at their 
departure, and had flung himself back with a 
deep sigh of relief on the soft cushions of his 
embroidered couch, lying there, wild-eyed and 
open-mouthed, like a brown woodland Faun, or 
some young animal of the forest newly snared 
by the hunters. 

And, indeed, it was the hunters who had 
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A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 

found him, coming upon him almost by chance 
as, bare-limbed and pipe in hand, he was follow- 
ing the flock of the poor goatherd who had 
brought him up, and whose son he had always 
fancied himself to be. The child of the old 
King's only daughter by a secret marriage with 
one much beneath her in station — a stranger, 
some said, who, by the wonderful magic of his 
lute-playing, had made the young Princess love 
him; while others spoke of an artist from 
Rimini, to whom the Princess had shown 
much, perhaps too much honour, and who had 
suddenly disappeared from the city, leaving his 
work in the Cathedral unfinished — he had been, 
when but a week old, stolen away from his 
mother's side, as she slept, and given into the 
charge of a common peasant and his wife, who 
were without children of their own, and lived in 
a remote part of the forest, more than a day's 
ride from the town. Grief, or the plague, as 
the court physician stated, or, as some suggested, 
a swift Italian poison administered in a cup of 
spiced wine, slew, within an hour of her waken- 
ing, the white girl who had given him birth, 
and as the trusty messenger who bare the child 
across his saddle-bow stooped from his weary 
horse and knocked at the rude door of the 
4 



THE YOUNG KING 

goatherd's hut, the body of the Princess was 
being lowered into an open grave that had been 
dug in a deserted churchyard, beyond the city 
gates, a grave where it was said that another 
body was also lying, that of a young man of 
marvellous and foreign beauty, whose hands 
were tied behind him with a knotted cord, and 
whose breast was stabbed with many red wounds. 

Such, at least, was the story that men whis- 
pered to each other. Certain it was that the 
old King, when on his deathbed, whether moved 
by remorse for his great sin, or merely desiring 
that the kingdom should not pass away from 
his line, had had the lad sent for, and, in the 
presence of the Council, had acknowledged him 
as his heir. 

And it seems that from the very first moment 
of his recognition he had shown signs of that 
strange passion for beauty that was destined to 
have so great an influence over his life. Those 
who accompanied him to the suite of rooms set 
apart for his service, often spoke of the cry of 
pleasure that broke from his lips when he saw 
the delicate raiment and rich jewels that had 
been prepared for him, and of the almost fierce 
joy with which he flung aside his rough leathern 
tunic and coarse sheepskin cloak. He missed, 
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A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 

indeed, at times the fine freedom of his forest 
life, and was always apt to chafe at the tedious 
Court ceremonies that occupied so much of each 
day, but the wonderful palace — Joyeuse^ as they 
called it — of which he now found himself lord, 
seemed to him to be a new world fresh-fashioned 
for his dehght ; and as soon as he could escape 
from the council-board or audience-chamber, he 
would run down the great staircase, with its 
lions of gilt bronze and its steps of bright por- 
phyry, and wander from room to room, and 
from corridor to corridor, like one who was seek- 
ing to find in beauty an anodyne from pain, a 
sort of restoration from sickness. 

Upon these journeys of discovery, as he would 
call them — and, indeed, they were to him real 
voyages through a marvellous land, he would 
sometimes be accompanied by the slim, fair- 
haired Court pages, with their floating mantles, 
and gay fluttering ribands ; but more often he 
would be alone, feeling through a certain quick 
instinct, which was almost a divination, that the 

■ 

secrets of art are best learned in secret, and 
that Beauty, like Wisdom, loves the lonely 
worshipper. 

Many curious stories were related about him 
6 " 



THE YOUNG KING 

at this period. It was said that a stout Burgo* 
master, who had come to deliver a florid ora- 
torical address on behalf of the citizens of the 
town, had caught sight of him kneeling in real 
adoration before a great picture that had just 
been brought from Venice, and that seemed to 
herald the worship of some new gods. On another 
occasion he had been missed for several hours, 
and after a lengthened search had been dis- 
covered in a little chamber in one of the northern 
turrets of the palace gazing, as one in a trance, 
at a Greek gem carved with the figure of Adonis. 
He had been seen, so the tale ran, pressing his 
warm lips to the marble brow of an antique 
statue that had been discovered in the bed of 
the river on the occasion of the building of the 
stone bridge, and was inscribed with the name 
of the Bithynian slave of Hadrian. He had 
passed a whole night in noting the effect of the 
moonlight on a silver image of Endymion. 

All rare and costly materials had certainly a 
great fascination for him, and in his eagerness 
to procure them he had sent away many 
merchants, some to traffic for amber with the 
rough fisher-folk of the north seas, some to 
Egypt to look for that curious green turquoise 
which is found only in the tombs of kings, and 
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A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 

is said to possess magical properties, some to 
Persia for silken carpets and painted pottery, 
and others to India to buy gauze and stained 
ivory, moonstones and bracelets of jade, sandal- 
wood and blue enamel and shawls of fine 
wool. 

But what had occupied him most was the 
robe he was to wear at his coronation, the robe 
of tissued gold, and the ruby-studded crown, 
and the sceptre with its rows and rings of pearls. 
Indeed, it was of this that he was thinking 
to-night, as he lay back on his luxurious couch, 
watching the great pinewood log that was burn- 
ing itself out on the open hearth. The designs, 
which were from the hands of the most famous 
artists of the time, had been submitted to him 
many months before, and he had given orders 
that the artificers were to toil night and day to 
carry them out, and that the whole world was 
to be searched for jewels that would be worthy 
of their work. He saw himself in fancy stand- 
ing at the high altar of the cathedral in the fair 
raiment of a King, and a smile played and 
lingered about his boyish lips, and lit up with a 
bright lustre his dark woodland eyes. 

After some time he rose from his seat, and 
leaning against the carved penthouse of the 
8 



THE YOUNG KING 

chimney, looked round at the dimly-lit room. 
The walls were hung with rich tapestries repre- 
senting the Triumph of Beauty. A large press, 
inlaid with agate and lapis-lazuli, filled one 
comer, and facing the window stood a curiously 
wrought cabinet with lacquer panels of powdered 
and mosaiced gold, on which were placed some 
delicate goblets of Venetian glass, and a cup 
of dark -veined onyx. Pale poppies were 
broidered on the silk coverlet of the bed, as 
though they had fallen from the tired hands of 
sleep, and tall reeds of fluted ivory bare up the 
velvet canopy, from which great tufts of ostrich 
plumes sprang, like white foam, to the pallid 
silver of the fretted ceiling. A laughing Nar- 
cissus in green bronze held a polished mirror 
above its head. On the table stood a flat bowl 
of amethyst. 

Outside he could see the huge dome of the 
cathedral, looming like a bubble over the 
shadowy houses, and the weary sentinels pacing 
up and down on the misty terrace by the river. 
Far away, in an orchard, a nightingale was 
singing. A faint perfume of jasmine came 
through the open window. He brushed his 
brown curls back from his forehead, and taking 
up a lute, let his fingers stray across the cords. 
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A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 

His heavy eyelids drooped, and a strange 
languor came over him. Never before had he 
felt so keenly, or with such exquisite joy, the 
magic and the mystery of beautiful things. 

When midnight sounded from the clock- 
tower he touched a bell, and his pages entered 
and disrobed him with much ceremony, pouring 
rose-water over his hands, and strewing flowers 
on his pillow. A few moments after that they 
had left the room, he fell asleep. 

And as he slept he dreamed a dream, and this 
was his dream. 

He thought that he was standing in a long, 
low attic, amidst the whir and clatter of many 
looms. The meagre daylight peered in through 
the grated windows, and showed him the gaunt 
figures of the weavers bending over their cases. 
Pale, sickly -looking children were crouched on 
the huge crossbeams. As the shuttles dashed 
through the warp they lifted up the heavy 
battens, and when the shuttles stopped they let 
the battens fall and pressed the threads together. 
Their faces were pinched with famine, and their 
thin hands shook and trembled. Some haggard 
women were seated at a table sewing. A horrible 
odour filled the place. The air was foul and 
10 



THE YOUNG KING 

heavy, and the walls dripped and streamed with 
damp. 

The yomig King went over to one of the 
weavers, and stood by him and watched him. 

And the weaver looked at him angrily, and 
said, * Why art thou watching me ? Art thou 
a spy set on us by our master ? ' 

*Who is thy master?' asked the young 
King. 

*Our master I' cried the weaver, bitterly. 
* He is a man like mysel£ Indeed, there is but 
this difference between us — ^that he wears fine 
clothes while I go in rags, and that while I am 
weak from hunger he suffers not a little from 
overfeedmg/ 

* The land is free,' said the young King, ' and 
thou art no man's slave.' 

*In war,' answered the weaver, *the strong 
make slaves of the weak, and in peace the rich 
make slaves of the poor. We must work to live, 
and they give us such mean wages that we die. 
We toil for them all day long, and they heap up 
gold in their coffers, and our children fade away 
before their time, and the faces of those we love 
become hard and evil. We tread out the grapes, 
and another drinks the wine. We sow the com, 
and our own board is empty. We have chains, 
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A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 

though no eye beholds them ; and are slaves, 
though men call us free.' 

' Is it so with all ? ' he asked. 

' It is so with all,' answered the weaver, * with 
the young as well as with the old, with the 
women as well as with the men, with the little 
children as well as with those who are stricken 
in years. The merchants grind us down, and 
we must needs do their bidding. The priest 
rides by and tells his beads, and no man has care 
of us. Through our sunless lanes creeps Poverty 
with her hungry eyes, and Sin with his sodden 
face follows close behind her. Misery wakes us 
in the morning, and Shame sits with us at night. 
But what are these things to thee ? Thou art 
not one of us. Thy face is too happy.' And 
he turned away scowling, and threw the shuttle 
across the loom, and the young King saw that 
it was threaded with a thread of gold. 

And a great terror seized upon him, and he 
said to the weaver, * What robe is this that thou 
art weaving ? ' 

•It is the robe for the coronation of the 
young King,' he answered; •what is that to 
thee?' 

And the young King gave a loud cry and 
woke, and lo ! he was in his own chamber, and 
12 



THE YOUNG KING 

through the window he saw the great honey- 
coloured moon hanging in the dusky air. 

And he fell asleep again and dreamed, and 
4iis was his dream. 

He thought that he was lying on the deck of 
a huge galley that was being rowed by a hundred 
slaves. On a carpet by his side the master of 
the galley was seated. He was black as ebony, 
and his turban was of crimson silk. Great ear- 
rings of silver dragged down the thick lobes of 
his ears, and in his hands he had a pair of ivory 
scales. 

The slaves were naked, but for a ragged loin- 
cloth, and each man was chained to his neighbour. 
The hot sun beat brightly upon them, and the 
negroes ran up and down the gangway and 
lashed them with whips of hide. They stretched 
out their lean arms and pulled the heavy oars 
through the water. The salt spray flew from 
the blades. 

At last they reached a little bay, and began 
to take soundings. A light wind blew from the 
shore, and covered the deck and the great lateen 
sail with a fine red dust. Three Arabs mounted 
on wild asses rode out and threw spears at them. 
The master of the galley took a painted bow 
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A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 

in his hand and shot one of them in the throat 
He fell heavily into the surf, and his companions 
galloped away. A woman wrapped in a yellow 
veil followed slowly on a camel, looking back 
now and then at the dead body. 

As soon as they had cast anchor and hauled 
down the sail, the negroes went into the hold 
and brought up a long rope-ladder, heavily 
weighted with lead. The master of the galley 
threw it over the side, making the ends fast to 
two iron stanchions. Then the negroes seized 
the youngest of the slaves and knocked his gyyes 
off, and filled his nostrils and his ears with wax, 
and tied a big stone round his waist. He crept 
wearily down the ladder, and disappeared into 
the sea. A few bubbles rose where he sank. 
Some of the other slaves peered curiously over 
the side. At the prow of the galley sat a 
shark-charmer, beating monotonously upon a 
drum. 

After some time the diver rose up out of the 
water, and clung panting to the ladder with a 
pearl in his right hand. The negroes seized it 
from him, and thrust him back. The slaves fell 
asleep over their oars. 

Again and again he came up, and each time 
that he did so he brought with him a beautiful 
14 



THE YOUNG KING 

pearL The master of the galley weighed them, 
and put them mto a little bag of green leather. 

The yomig King tried to speak, but his tongue 
seemed to cleave to the roof of his mouth, and 
his lips refused to move. The negroes chattered 
to each other, and began to quarrel over a string 
of bright beads. Two cranes flew round and 
round the vessel 

Then the diver came up for the last time, and 
the pearl that he brought with him was fairer 
than all the pearls of Ormuz, for it was shaped 
like the full moon, and whiter than the morning 
star. But his face was strangely pale, and as 
he feU upon the deck the blood gushed from his 
ears and nostrils. He quivered for a little, and 
then he was stilL The negroes shrugged their 
shoulders, and threw the body overboard. 

And the master of the galley laughed, and, 
reaching out, he took the pearl, and when he 
saw it he pressed it to his forehead and bowed. 
' It shall be,' he said, ' for the sceptre of the 
young King,' and he made a sign to the negroes 
to draw up the anchor. 

And when the young King heard this he gave 
a great cry, and woke, and through the window 
he saw the long grey fingers of the dawn clutch- 
ing at the fading stars. 

15 



A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 

And he fell asleep again, and dreamed, and 
this was his dream. 

He thought that he was wandering through 
a dim wood, hung with strange fruits and with 
beautiful poisonous flowers. The adders hissed 
at him as he went by, and the bright parrots 
flew screaming from branch to branch. Huge 
tortoises lay asleep upon the hot mud. The 
trees were full of apes and peacocks. 

On and on he went, till he reached the out- 
skirts of the wood, and there he saw an immense 
multitude of men toiling in the bed of a dried-up 
river. They swarmed up the crag like ants. 
They dug deep pits in the ground and went 
down into them. Some of them cleft the rocks 
with great axes ; others grabbled in the sand. 
They tore up the cactus by its roots, and trampled 
on the scarlet blossoms. They hurried about, 
calling to each other, and no man was idle. 

From the darkness of a cavern Death and 
Avarice watched them, and Death said, ^ I am 
weary; give me a third of them and let 
me go.' 

But Avarice shook her head. * They are my 
servants,' she answered. 

And Death said to her, ' What hast thou in 
thy hand ? ' 
16 



THE YOUNG KING 

' I have three grains of com/ she answered ; 
* what is that to thee ? ' 

* Give me one of them,' cried Death, ' to plant 
in my garden ; only one of them, and I will go 
away/ 

* I will not give thee anything,' said Avarice, 
and she hid her hand in the fold of her raiment. 

And Death laughed, and took a cup, and 
dipped it into a pool of water, and out of the 
cup rose Ague. She passed through the great 
multitude, and a third of them lay dead. A cold 
mist followed her, and the water-snakes ran by 
her side. 

And when Avarice saw that a third of the 
multitude was dead she beat her breast and 
wept. She beat her barren bosom, and cried 
aloud. * Thou hast slain a third of my servants,' 
she cried, • get thee gone. There is war in the 
mountains of Tartary, and the kings of each side 
are calling to thee. The Afghans have slain 
the black ox, and are marching to battle. They 
have beaten upon their shields with their spears, 
and have put on their helmets of iron. What 
is my valley to thee, that thou shouldst tarry 
in it ? Get thee gone, and come here no more.' 

*Nay,' answered Death, *but till thou hast 
given me a grain of corn I will not go.' 
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A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 

But Avarice shut her hand, and clenched her 
teeth. *I will not give thee anything/ she 
muttered. 

And Death laughed, and took up a black 
stone, and threw it into the forest, and out of a 
thicket of wild hemlock came Fever in a robe 
of flame. She passed through the multitude, 
and touched them, and each man that she 
touched died. The grass withered beneath her 
feet as she walked. 

And Avarice shuddered, and put ashes on 
her head. *Tliou art cruel,' she cried; *thou 
art cruel. There is famine in the walled cities 
of India, and the cisterns of Samarcand have run 
dry. There is famine in the walled cities of 
Egjrpt, and the locusts have come up from the 
desert 'fhe Nile has not overflowed its banks, 
and the priests have cursed Isis and Osiris. Get 
thee gone to those who need thee, and leave me 
my servants.' 

'Nay,' answered Death, *but till thou hast 
^ven me a grain of com I will not go.' 

• I will not give thee anything,' said Avarice. 

And Death laughed again, and he whistled 

through his fingers, and a woman came flying 

through the air. Plague was written upon her 

forehead, and a crowd of lean vultures wheeled 
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THE YOUNG KING 

round her. She covered the valley with hei 
wings, and no man was left alive. 

And Avarice fled shrieking through the forest, 
and Death leaped upon his red horse and gal- 
loped away, and his galloping was faster than 
the wind. 

And out of the slime at the bottom of the 
valley crept dragons and horrible things with 
scales, and the jackals came trotting along the 
sand, snifling up the air with their nostrils. 

And the young King wept, and said : * Who 
were these men, and for what were they seeking ? ' 

* For rubies for a king's crown,* answered one 
who stood behind him. 

And the young King started, and, turning 
round, he saw a man habited as a pilgrim and 
holding in his hand a mirror of silver. 

And he grew pale, and said : * For what king ? ' 

And the pilgrim answered: 'Liook in this 
mirror, and thou shalt see him.' 

And he looked in the mirror, and, seeing his 
own face, he gave a great cry and woke, and the 
bright sunlight was streaming into the room, 
and from the trees of the garden and pleasaunce 
the birds were singing. 

And the Chamberlain and the high officers 
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of State came in and made obeisance to him, 
and the pages brought him the robe of tissued 
gold, and set the crown and the sceptre before 
him. 

And the young King looked at them, and 
they were beautiful. More beautiful were they 
than aught that he had ever seen. But he 
remembered his dreams, and he said to his lords : 
*Take these things away, for I will not wear 
them.' 

And the coiutiers were amazed, and some of 
them laughed, for they thought that he was 
jesting. 

But he spake sternly to them again, and said : 

* Take these things away, and hide them from 
me. Though it be the day of my coronation, I 
will not wear them. For on the loom of Sorrow, 
and by the white hands of Pain, has this my 
robe been woven. There is Blood in the heart 
of the ruby, and Death in the heart of the pearL' 
And he told them his three dreams. 

And when the courtiers heard them they 
looked at each other and whispered, saying: 

* Surely he is mad ; for what is a dream but a 
dream, and a vision but a vision? They are 
not real things that one should heed them. 
And what have we to do with the lives of those 

20 
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who toil for us ? Shall a man not eat bread till 
he has seen the sower, nor drink wine till he has 
talked with the vinedresser ? ' 

And the Chamberlain spake to the yomig 
King, and said, * My lord, I pray thee set aside 
these black thoughts of thine, and put on this 
fair robe, and set this crown upon thy head. 
For how shall the people know that thou art a 
king, if thou hast not a king^s raiment ? ' 

And the young King looked at him. * Is it 
so, indeed?' he questioned. *Will they not 
know me for a king if I have not a king's 
raiment ? ' 

* They will not know thee, my lord,' cried the 
Chamberlain. 

' I had thou^t that there had been men who 
were kinglike,' he answered, ^ but it may be as 
thou sayest. And yet I will not wear this robe, 
nor will I be crowned with this crown, but even 
as I came to the palace so will I go forth 
from it.' 

And he bade them all leave him, save one 
page whom he kept as his companion, a lad a 
year younger than himself. Him he kept for 
his service, and when he had bathed himself in 
clear water, he opened a great painted chest, 
and from it he took the leathern tunic and roug^ 
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sheepskin cloak that he had worn when he had 
watched on the hillside the shaggy goats of the 
goatherd. These he put on, and in his hand he 
took his rude shepherd's staff. 

And the little page opened his big blue eyes 
in wonder, and said smiling to him, * My lord, 
I see thy robe and thy sceptre, but where is thy 
crown?* 

And the yoimg King plucked a spray of wild 
briar that was climbing over the balcony, and 
bent it, and made a circlet of it, and set it on 
his own head. 

* This shall be my crown,* he answered. 

And thus attired he passed out of his chamber 
into the Great Hall, where the nobles were 
waiting for him. 

And the nobles made merry, and some of 
them cried out to him, *My lord, the people 
wait for their king, and thou showest them a 
beggar,' and others were wroth and said, * He 
brings shame upon our state, and is unworthy 
to be our master.' But he answered them not 
a word, but passed on, and went down the 
bright porphyry staircase, and out through the 
gates of bronze, and mounted upon his horse, 
and rode towards the cathedral, the little page 
running beside hinL 
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THE YOUNG KING 

And the people laughed and said, * It is the 
King's fool who is riding by/ and they mocked 
him. 

And he drew rein and said, * Nay, but I am 
the King.' And he told them his three dreams. 

And a man came out of the crowd and spake 
bitterly to him, and said, ' Sir, knowest thou 
not that out of the luxury of the rich cometh 
the life of the poor? By your pomp we are 
nurtured, and your vices give us bread. To toil 
for a hard master is bitter, but to have no master 
to toil for is more bitter stilL Thinkest thou 
that the ravens will feed us ? And what cure 
hast thou for these things ? Wilt thou say to 
the buyer, " Thou shalt buy for so much," and 
to the seller, " Thou shalt sell at this price " ? I 
trow not. Therefore go back to thy Palace and 
put on thy purple and fine linen. What hast 
thou to do with us, and what we suffer ? ' 

*Are not the rich and the poor brothers?* 
asked the young King. 

'Ay,' answered the man, 'and the name of 
the rich brother is Cain.' 

And the young King's eyes filled with tears, 
and he rode on through the murmurs of the 
people, and the little page grew afraid and left 
hinu 
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And when he reached the great portal of the 
cathedral, the soldiers thrust their halberts out 
and said, *What dost thou seek here? None 
enters by this door but the King/ 

And his face flushed with anger, and he said 
to them, 'I am the King,' and waved their 
halberts aside and passed in. 

And when the old Bishop saw him coming in 
his goatherd's dress, he rose up in wonder from 
his throne, and went to meet him, and said to 
him, ' My son, is this a king's apparel ? And 
with what crown shall I crown thee, and what 
sceptre shall I place in thy hand ? Surely this 
should be to thee a day of joy, and not a day 
of abasement.' 

* Shall Joy wear what Grief has fashioned ? ' 
said the young King. And he told him his 
three dreams. 

And when the Bishop had heard them he knit 
his brows, and said, * My son, I am an old man, 
and in the winter of my days, and I know that 
many evil things are done in the wide world. 
The fierce robbers come down from the moun- 
tains, and carry off the little children, and sell 
them to the Moors. The lions lie in wait for 
the caravans, and leap upon the camels. The 
wild boar roots up the com in the valley, and 
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the foxes gnaw the vines upon the hilL The 
pirates lay waste the sea-coast and bum the 
ships of the fishermen, and take their nets from 
them. In the salt-marshes live the lepers ; they 
have houses of wattled reeds, and none may 
come nigh them. The beggars wander through 
the cities, and eat their food with the dogs. 
Canst thou make these things not to be ? Wilt 
thou take the leper for thy bedfellow, and set 
the beggar at thy board ? Shall the lion do thy 
bidding, and the wild boar obey thee ? Is not 
He who made misery wiser than thou art? 
Wherefore I praise thee not for this that thou 
hast done, but I bid thee ride back to the 
Palace and make thy face glad, and put on the 
raiment that beseemeth a king, and with the 
crown of gold I will crown thee, and the 
sceptre of pearl will I place in thy hand. And 
as for thy dreams, think no more of them. 
The burden of this world is too great for one 
man to bear, and the world's sorrow too heavy 
for one heart to suffer/ 

^ Sayest thou that in this house ? ' said the 
young King, and he strode past the Bishop, and 
climbed up the steps of the altar, and stood 
before the image of Christ. 

He stood before the image of Christy and on 
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THE BIRTHDAY OF THE INFANTA 

IT was the birthday of the Infanta. She 
was just twelve years of age, and the sun 
was shining brightly in the gardens of the 
palace. 

Although she was a real Princess and the 
Infanta of Spain, she had only one bii^hday 
every year, just like the children of quite poor 
people, so it was naturally a matter of great 
importance to the whole country that she should 
have a really fine day for the occasion. And a 
really fine day it certainly was. The tall striped 
tulips stood straight up upon their stalks, like 
long rows of soldiers, and looked defiantly across 
the grass at the roses, and said : * We are quite 
as splendid as you are now.' The purple butter- 
flies fluttered about with gold dust on their 
wings, visiting each flower in tm^; the little 
lizards crept out of the crevices of the wall, and 
lay basking in the white glare ; and the pome- 
granates split and cracked with the heat, and 
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showed their bleeding red hearts. Even the 
pale yellow lemons, that hung in such profusion 
from the mouldering trellis and along the dim 
arcades, seemed to have caught a richer colour 
from the wonderful sunlight, and the magnolia 
trees opened their great globe-like blossoms of 
folded ivory, and filled the air with a sweet 
heavy perfume. 

The little Princess herself walked up and 
down the terrace with her companions, and 
played at hide and seek round the stone vases 
and the old moss-grown statues. On ordinary 
days she was only allowed to play with children 
of her own rank, so she had always to play 
alone, but her birthday was an exception, and 
the King had given orders that she was to invite 
any of her young friends whom she liked to 
come and amuse themselves with her. There 
was a stately grace about these slim Spanish 
children as they glided about, the boys with 
their large-plumed hats and short fluttering 
cloaks, the girls holding up the trains of their 
long brocaded gowns, and shielding the sun from 
their eyes with huge fans of black and silver. 
But the Infanta was the most graceful of all, 
and the most tastefully attired, after the some- 
what cumbrous fashion of the day. Her robe 
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was of grey satin, the skirt and the wide puffed 
sleeves heavily embroidered with silver, and the 
stiff corset studded with rows of fine pearls. 
Two tiny slippers with big pink rosettes peeped 
out beneath her dress as she walked. Pink and 
pearl was her great gauze fan, and in her hair, 
which like an aureole of faded gold stood out 
stiffly round her pale little face, she had a 
beautiful white rose. 

From a window in the palace the sad melan- 
choly King watched them. Behind him stood 
his brother, Don Pedro of Aragon, whom he 
hated, and his confessor, the Grand Inquisitor 
of Granada, sat by his side. Sadder even than 
usual was the King, for as he looked at the 
Infanta bowing with childish gravity to the 
assembling courtiers, or laughing behind her fan 
at the grim Duchess of Albuquerque who always 
accompanied her, he thought of the young 
Queen, her mother, who but a short time before 
— so it seemed to him — had come from the gay 
country of France, and had withered away in 
the sombre splendour of the Spanish court, dying 
just six months after the birth of her child, and 
before she had seen the almonds blossom twice 
in the orchard, or plucked the second year s fruit 
from the old gnarled fig-tree that stood in the 
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centre of the now grass-grown courtyard. So 
great had been his love for her that he had not 
suffered even the grave to hide her from him. 
She had been embalmed by a Moorish physician, 
who in return for this service had been granted 
his Ufe. which for heresy and suspicion of magical 
practices had been already forfeited, men said, 
to the Holy Office, and her body was still lying 
on its tapestried bier in the black marble chapel 
of the Palace, just as the monks had borne 
her in on that windy March day nearly twelve 
years before. Once every month the King, 
wrapped in a dark cloak and with a muffled 
lantern in his hand, went in and knelt by her 
side, calling out, *Mi reinaf Mi reina/* and 
sometimes breaking through the formal etiquette 
that in Spain governs every separate action of 
life, and sets limits even to the sorrow of a King, 
he would clutch at the pale jewelled hands in a 
wild agony of grief, and try to wake by his mad 
kisses the cold painted face. 

To-day he seemed to see her again, as he had 
seen her first at the Castle of Fontainebleau» 
when he was but fifteen years of age, and she 
still younger. They had been formally betrothed 
on that occasion by the Papal Nuncio in the 
presence of the French King and all the Court, 
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and he had returned to the Escurial bearing with 
him a little ringlet of yellow hair, and the 
memory of two childish lips bending down to 
kiss his hand as he stepped into his carriage. 
Later on had followed the marriage, hastily per- 
formed at Burgos, a small town on the frontier 
between the two countries, and the grand public 
entry into Madrid with the customary celebra- 
tion of high mass at the Church of La Atocha, 
and a more than usually solemn avto-da-fiy in 
which nearly three hundred heretics, amongst 
whom were many Englishmen, had been de- 
livered over to the secular arm to be burned. 

Certainly he had loved her madly, and to the 
ruin, many thought, of his country, then at 
war with England for the possession of the 
empire of the New World. He had hardly ever 
permitted her to be out of his sight ; for her, he 
had forgotten, or seemed to have forgotten, all 
grave affairs of State; and, with that terrible 
blindness that passion brings upon its servants, 
he had failed to notice that the elaborate cere- 
monies by which he sought to please her did 
but aggravate the strange malady from which 
she suffered. When she died he was, for a time, 
like one bereft of reason. Indeed, there is no 
doubt but that he would have formally abdicated 
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and retired to the great Trappist monastery at 
Granada, of which he was already titular Prior, 
had he not been afraid to leave the little Infanta 
at the mercy of his brother, whose cruelty, even 
in Spain, was notorious, and who was suspected 
by many of having caused the Queen's death 
by means of a pair of poisoned gloves that he 
had presented to her on the occasion of her visit- 
ing his castle in Aragon. Even after the expira- 
tion of the three years of public mourning that 
he had ordained throughout his whole dominions 
by royal edict, he would never suffer his ministers 
to speak about any new alliance, and when the 
Emperor himself sent to him, and offered him 
the hand of the lovely Archduchess of Bohemia, 
his niece, in marriage, he bade the ambassadors 
tell their master that the King of Spain was 
already wedded to Sorrow, and that though she 
was but a barren bride he loved her better than 
Beauty ; an answer that cost his crown the rich 
provinces of the Netherlands, which soon after, 
at the Emperor's instigation, revolted against 
him under the leadership of some fanatics of 
the Reformed Church. 

His whole married life, with its fierce, fiery- 
coloured joys and the terrible agony of its sudden 
ending, seemed to come back to him to-day as 
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he watched the Infanta playing on the terrace. 
She had all the Queen s pretty petulance of 
manner, the same wilful way of tossing her head, 
the same proud curved beautiful mouth, the 
same wonderful smile — xxrai sourire de France 
indeed — as she glanced up now and then at the 
window, or stretched out her little hand for the 
stately Spanish gentlemen to kiss. But the 
shrill laughter of the children grated on his ears, 
and the bright pitiless sunlight mocked his 
sorrow, and a dull odour of strange spices, 
spices such as embalmers use, seemed to taint — 
or was it fancy? — the clear morning air. He 
buried his face in his hands, and when the 
Infanta looked up again the curtains had been 
drawn, and the King had retired. 

She made a little moTie of disappointment, 
and shrugged her shoulders. Surely he might 
have stayed with her on her birthday. What 
did the stupid State-affairs matter ? Or had he 
gone to that gloomy chapel, where the candles 
were always burning, and where she was never 
allowed to enter ? How silly of him, when the 
sun was shining so brightly, and everybody was 
so happy! Besides, he would miss the sham 
bull-fight for which the trumpet was already 
sounding, to say nothing of the puppet-show 
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and the other wonderful things. Her uncle and 
the Grand Inquisitor were much more sensible. 
They had come out on the terrace, and paid her 
nice compliments. So she tossed her pretty 
head, and taking Don Pedro by the hand, she 
walked slowly down the steps towards a long 
pavilion of purple silk that had been erected at 
the end of the garden, the other children follow- 
ing in strict order of precedence, those who had 
the longest names going first. 



A procession of noble boys, &ntastically 
dressed as toreadors^ came out to meet her, and 
the young Count of Tierra-Nueva, a wonderfully 
handsome lad of about fourteen years of age, 
uncovering his head with all the grace of a born 
hidalgo and grandee of Spain, led her solemnly in 
to a little gilt and ivory chair that was placed on a 
raised dais above the arena. The children grouped 
themselves all round, fluttering their big fans 
and whispering to each other, and Don Pedro 
and the Grand Inquisitor stood laughing at the 
entrance. Even the Duchess — the Camerera- 
Mayor as she was called — a thin, hard-featured 
woman with a yellow rufi; did not look quite 
so bad-tempered as usual, and something like a 
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chill smile flitted across her wrinkled face and 
twitched her thin bloodless lips. 

It certainly was a marvellous bull-fight, and 
much nicer, the Infanta thought, than the real 
bull-fight that she had been brought to see at 
Seville, on the occasion of the visit of the Duke 
of Parma to her father. Some of the boys 
pranced about on nchly-caparisoned hobby- 
horses brandishing long javelins with gay 
streamers of bright ribands attached to them ; 
others went on foot waving their scarlet cloaks 
before the bull, and vaulting lightly over the 
barrier when he charged them ; and as for the 
bull himself, he was just like a live bull, though 
he was only made of wicker-work and stretched 
hide, and sometimes insisted on running round 
the arena on his hind legs, which no live bull 
ever dreams of doing. He made a splendid 
fight of it too, and the children got so excited 
that they stood up upon the benches, and waved 
their lace handkerchiefs and cried out: Bravo 
torot Bravo torol just as sensibly as if they 
had been grown-up people. At last, however, 
after a prolonged combat, during which several 
of the hobby-horses were gored through and 
through, and their riders dismounted, the young 
Count of Tierra-Nueva brought the bull to his 
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knees, and having obtained permission from the 
Infanta to give the coup de grdce^ he plunged 
his wooden sword into the neck of the animal 
with such violence that the head came right off, 
and disclosed the laughing face of little Monsieur 
de Lorraine, the son of the French Ambassador 
at Madrid. 

The arena was then cleared amidst much 
applause, and the dead hobby-horses dragged 
solemnly away by two Moorish pages in yellow 
and black liveries, and after a short interlude, 
during which a French posture-master performed 
upon the tight-rope, some Italian puppets 
appeared in the semi-classical tragedy of Sopkon- 
isba on the stage of a small theatre that had 
been built up for the purpose. They acted 
so well, and their gestures were so extremely 
natural, that at the close of the play the eyes of 
the Infanta were quite dim with tears. Indeed 
some of the children really cried, and had to be 
comforted with sweetmeats, and the Grand 
Inquisitor himself was so affected that he could 
not help saying to Don Pedro that it seemed 
to him intolerable that things made simply out 
of wood and coloured wax, and worked mechani- 
cally by wires, should be so unhappy and meet 
with such terrible misfortunes. 
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An African juggler followed, who brought in 
a large flat basket covered with a red cloth, and 
having placed it in the centre of the arena, he 
took from his turban a curious reed pipe, and 
blew through it In a few moments the cloth 
began to move, and as the pipe grew shriller 
and shriller two green and gold snakes put out 
their strange wedge-shaped heads and rose slowly 
up, swaying to and fro with the music as a plant 
sways in the water. The children, however, 
were rather frightened at their spotted hoods 
and quick darting tongues, and were much more 
pleased when the juggler made a tiny orange- 
tree grow out of the sand and bear pretty white 
blossoms and clusters of real fruit ; and when 
he took the fan of the little daughter of the 
Marquess de Las-Torres, and changed it into a 
blue bird that flew all round the pavilion and 
sang, their delight and amazement knew no 
bounds. The solemn minuet, too, performed 
by the dancing boys from the church of Nuestra 
Senora Del Pilar, was charming. The Infanta 
had never before seen this wonderful ceremony 
which takes place every year at Maytime in 
front of the high altar of the Virgin, and in her 
honour ; and indeed none of the royal family of 
Spain had entered the great cathedral of Sara- 

41 



A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 

gossa since a mad priest, supposed by many to 
have been in the pay of Elizabeth of England, 
had tried to administer a poisoned wafer to the 
Prince of the Asturias. So she had known only 
by hearsay of *Our Lady's Dance,' as it was 
called, and it certainly was a beautiful sight 
The boys wore old-fashioned court dresses of 
white velvet, and their curious three-cornered 
hats were fringed with silver and surmounted 
with huge plumes of ostrich feathers, the dazzling 
whiteness of their costumes, as they moved about 
in the sunlight^ being still more accentuated by 
their swarthy faces and long black hair. Every- 
body was fascinated by the grave dignity with 
which they moved through the intricate figures 
of the dance, and by the elaborate grace of their 
slow gestures, and stately bows, and when they 
had finished their performance and doffed their 
great plumed hats to the Infanta, she acknow- 
ledged their reverence with much courtesy, and 
made a vow that she would send a large wax 
candle to the shrine of Our Lady of Pilar in 
return for the pleasure that she had given her. 

A troop of handsome Egyptians — as the 
gipsies were termed in those days — ^then ad- 
vanced into the arena, and sitting down cross- 
legs, in a circle, began to play softly upon their 
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zithers, moving their bodies to the tune, and 
humming, almost below their breath, a low 
dreamy air. When they caught sight of Don 
Pedro they scowled at him, and some of them 
looked terrified, for only a few weeks before he 
had had two of their tribe hanged for sorcery 
in the market-place at Seville, but the pretty 
Infanta charmed them as she leaned back peep- 
ing over her fan with her great blue eyes, and 
they felt sure that one so lovely as she was 
could never be cruel to anybody. So they 
played on very gently and just touching the 
cords of the zithers with their long pointed nails, 
and their heads began to nod as though they 
were falling asleep. Suddenly, with a cry so 
shrill that all the children were startled and Don 
Pedro's hand clutched at the agate pommel of 
his dagger, they leapt to their feet and whirled 
madly round the enclosure beating their tam- 
bourines, and chaunting some wild love-song 
in their strange guttural language. Then at 
another signal they all flung themselves again 
to the ground and lay there quite still, the dull 
strumming of the zithers being the only sound 
that broke the silence. After that they had 
done this several times, they disappeared for a 
moment and came back leading a brown shaggy 
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bear by a chain, and carrying on their shoulders 
some little Barbary apes. The bear stood upon 
his head with the utmost gravity, and the wizened 
apes played all kinds of amusing tricks with two 
gipsy boys who seemed to be their masters, and 
fought with tiny swords, and fired off guns, and 
went through a regular soldier's drill just like 
the King's own bodyguard. In fact the gipsies 
were a great success. 

But the funniest part of the whole morning's 
entertainment, was undoubtedly the dancing of 
the little Dwarf. When he stumbled into the 
arena, waddUng on his crooked legs and wagging 
his huge misshapen head from side to side, the 
children went off into a loud shout of delight, 
and the Infanta herself laughed so much that 
the Camerera was obliged to remind her that 
although there were many precedents in Spain 
for a King's daughter weeping before her equals, 
there were none for a Princess of the blood royal 
making so merry before those who were her 
inferiors in birth. The Dwarf, however, was 
really quite irresistible, and even at the Spanish 
Court, always noted for its cultivated passion 
for the horrible, so fantastic a little monster had 
never been seen. It was his first appearance, 
too. He had been discovered only the day 
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before, running wild through the forest, by two 
of the nobles who happened to have been hunt- 
ing in a remote part of the great cork- wood that 
surrounded the town, and had been carried off 
by them to the Palace as a surprise for the 
Infanta; his father, who was a poor charcoal- 
burner, being but too well pleased to get rid of 
so ugly and useless a child. Perhaps the most 
amusing thing about him was his complete 
unconsciousness of his own grotesque appearance. 
Indeed he seemed quite happy and full of the 
highest spirits. When the children laughed, he 
laughed as freely and as joyously as any of them, 
and at the close of each dance he made them 
each the funniest of bows, smiling and nodding 
at them just as if he was really one of them- 
selves, and not a little misshapen thing that 
Nature, in some humourous mood, had fashioned 
for others to mock at. As for the Infanta, she 
absolutely fascinated him. He could not keep 
his eyes off* her, and seemed to dance for her 
alone, and when at the close of the performance, 
remembering how she had seen the great ladies 
of the Court throw bouquets to Caffarelli, the 
famous Italian treble, whom the Pope had sent 
from his own chapel to Madrid that he might 
cure the King's melancholy by the sweetness of 

45 



A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 



his voice, she took out of her hair the 
white rose, and partly for a jest and partly to 
tease the Camerera, threw it to him across the 
arena with her sweetest smile, he took the whole 
matter quite seriously, and pressing the flower 
to liis rough coarse lips he put his hand upon his 
heart, and sank on one knee before her, grinning 
from car to ear, and with his little bright eyes 
sparkling with pleasure. 

This so upset the gravity of the Infanta that 
she kept on laughing long after the little Dwarf 
had run out of the arena, and expressed a desire 
to her uncle that the dance should be immediately 
repeated. The Camerera, however, on the plea 
that the sun was too hot, decided that it would 
be better that her Highness should return with- 
out delay to the Palace, where a wonderful feast 
had been already prepared for her, including a 
real birthday cake with her own initials worked 
all over it in painted sugar and a lovely silver 
flag waving from the top. The Infanta accord- 
ingly rose up with much dignity, and having 
given orders that the httle dwarf was to dance 
again for her after the hour of siesta, and con- 
veyed her thanks to the young Count of 
Tierra-Nueva for his charming reception, she 
went back to her apartments, the children 
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following in the same order in which they had 
entered. 

Now when the little Dwarf heard that he was 
to dance a second time before the Infanta, and 
by her own express command, he was so proud 
that he ran out into the garden, kissing the 
white rose in an absurd ecstasy of pleasure, and 
making the most uncouth and clumsy gestures 
of delight. 

The Flowers were quite indignant at his 
daring to intrude into their beautiful home, and 
when they saw him capering up and down the 
walks, and waving his arms above his head in 
such a ridiculous manner, they could not restrain 
their feelings any longer. 

* He is really far too ugly to be allowed to play 
in any place where we are,' cried the Tulips. 

* He should drink poppy-juice, and go to sleep 
for a thousand years,' said the great scarlet 
Lilies, and they grew quite hot and angry. 

* He is a perfect horror I ' screamed the Cactus. 
* Why, he is twisted and stumpy, and his head 
is completely out of proportion with his legs. 
Really he makes me feel prickly all over, and if 
he comes near me I will sting him with my 
thorns.' 
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'And he has actually got one of my best 
blooms/ exclaimed the White Rose-Tree. * I 
gave it to the Infanta this morning myself, as 
a birthday present, and he has stolen it fix)m 
her/ And she called out : * Thief, thief, thief 1 ' 
at the top of her voice. 

Even the red Geraniums, who did not usually 
give themselves airs, and were known to have 
a great many poor relations themselves, curled 
up in disgust when they saw him, and when the 
Violets meekly remarked that though he was 
certainly extremely plain, still he could not help 
it, they retorted with a good deal of justice that 
that was his chief defect, and that there was no 
reason why one should admire a person because 
he was incurable ; and, indeed, some of the 
Violets themselves felt that the ugliness of the 
little Dwarf was almost ostentatious, and that 
he would have shown much better taste if he 
had looked sad, or at least pensive, instead of 
jumping about merrily, and throwing hunself 
into such grotesque and silly attitudes. 

As for the old Sundial, who was an extremely 
remarkable individual, and had once told the 
time of day to no less a person than the Emperor 
Charles v. himself, he was so taken aback by 
the little Dwarfs appearance, that he almost 
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forgot to mark two whole minutes with his long 
shadowy finger, and could not help saying to 
the great milk-white Peacock, who was sunning 
herself on the balustrade, that every one knew 
that the children of Kings were Kings, and that 
the children of charcoal-burners were charcoal- 
burners, and that it was absurd to pretend that 
it wasn't so ; a statement with which the Pea- 
cock entirely agreed, and indeed screamed out, 
'Certainly, certainly,' in such a loud, harsh 
voice, that the gold-fish who lived in the basin 
of the cool splashing fountain put their heads 
out of the water, and asked the huge stone 
Tritons what on earth was the matter. 

But somehow the Birds liked him. They had 
seen him often in the forest, dancing about like 
an elf after the eddying leaves, or crouched up 
in the hollow of some old oak-tree, sharing his 
nuts with the squirrels. They did not mind his 
being ugly, a bit. Why, even the nightingale 
herself, who sang so sweetly in the orange groves 
at night that sometimes the Moon leaned down 
to listen, was not much to look at after all; 
and, besides, he had been kind to them, and 
during that terribly bitter winter, when there 
were no berries on the trees, and the ground 
was as hard as iron, and the wolves had come 
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down to the very gates of the city to look for 
food, he had never once forgotten them, but 
had always given them crumbs out of his little 
hunch of black bread, and divided with them 
whatever poor breakfast he had. 

So they flew round and round him, just 
touching his cheek with their wings as tiiey 
passed, and chattered to each other, and the 
little Dwarf was so pleased that he could not 
help showing them the beautiful white rose, and 
telling them that the Infanta herself had given 
it to him because she loved him. 

They did not understand a single word of 
what he was saying, but that made no matter, 
for they put their heads on one side, and looked 
wise, which is quite as good as understanding 
a thing, and very much easier. 

The Lizards also took an immense fancy to 
him, and when he grew tired of running about 
and flung himself down on the grass to rest, 
they played and romped all over him, and tried 
to amuse him in the best way they could. 
* Every one cannot be as beautiful as a lizard,' 
they cried ; * that would be too much to expect 
And, though it sounds absurd to say so, he is 
really not so ugly after all, provided, of course, 
that one shuts one's eyes, and does not look at 
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him. ' The Lizards were extremely philosophical 
by nature, and often sat thinking for hours and 
hours together, when there was nothing else to 
do, or when the weather was too rainy for them 
to go out 

The Flowers, however, were excessively 
annoyed at their behaviour, and at the behaviour 
of the birds. * It only shows,' they said, * what 
a vulgarising effect this mcessant rushing and 
flying about has. Well-bred people always 
stay exactly in the same place, as we do. No 
one ever saw us hopping up and down the 
walks, or galloping madly through the grass 
after dragon-flies. When we do want change 
of air, we send for the gardener, and he carries 
us to another bed. This is dignified, and as it 
should be. But birds and lizards have no sense 
of repose, and indeed birds have not even a 
permanent address. They are mere vagrants 
like the gipsies, and should be treated in exactly 
the same manner.' So they put their noses in 
the air, and looked very haughty, and were quite 
delighted when after some time they saw the 
little Dwarf scramble up from the grass, and 
make his way across the terrace to the palace. 

* He should certainly be kept indoors for the 
rest of liis natural life,' they said ' Look at his 
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hunched back, and his crooked legs/ and they 
b^an to titter. 

But the little Dwarf knew nothing of all this. 
He liked the birds and the lizards immensely, 
and thought that the flowers were the most 
marvellous things in the whole world, except of 
course the Infanta, but then she had given him 
the beautiful white rose, and she loved him, and 
that made a great difference. How he wished 
that he had gone back with her! She would 
have put him on her right hand, and smiled at 
him, and he would have never left her side, but 
would have made her his plajrmate, and taught 
her all kinds of delightful tricks. For though 
he had never been in a palace before, he knew a 
great many wonderful things. He could make 
little cages out of rushes for the grasshoppers to 
sing in, and fashion the long-jointed bamboo 
into the pipe that Pan loves to hear. He knew 
the cry of every bird, and could call the starlings 
from the tree-top, or the heron from the mere. 
He knew the trail of every animal, and could 
track the hare by its delicate footprints, and 
the boar by the trampled leaves. All the wild- 
dances he knew, the mad dance in red raiment 
with the autumn, the light dance in blue sandals 
over the com, the dance with white snow- 
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wreaths in winter, and the blossom-dance through 
the orchards in spring. He knew where the 
wood-pigeons built their nests, and once when 
a fowler had snared the parent birds, he had 
brought up the young ones himself, and had 
built a little dovecot for them in the cleft of a 
pollard elm. They were quite tame, and used 
to feed out of his hands every morning. She 
would like them, and the rabbits that scurried 
about in the long fern, and the jays with their 
steely feathers and black bills, and the hedge- 
hogs that coidd curl themselves up into prickly 
balls, and the great wise tortoises that crawled 
slowly about, shaking their heads and nibbling 
at the young leaves. Yes, she must certainly 
come to the forest and play with him. He 
would give her his own little bed, and would 
watch outside the window till dawn, to see that 
the wild homed cattle did not harm her, nor 
the gaunt wolves creep too near the hut And 
at dawn he would tap at the shutters and wake 
her, and they would go out and dance together 
all the day long. It was really not a bit lonely 
in the forest. Sometimes a Bishop rode through 
on his white mule, reading out of a painted 
book. Sometimes in their green velvet caps, 
and their jerkins of tanned deerskin, the falconers 
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passed by, with hooded hawks on their wrists. 
At vintage-time came the grape-treaders, with 
purple hands and feet, wreathed with glossy ivy 
and carrying dripping skins of wine; and the 
charcoal-burners sat round their huge braziers 
at night, watching the dry logs charring slowly 
in the fire, and roasting chestnuts in the ashes, 
and the robbers came out of their caves and 
made merry with them. Once, too, he had seen 
a beautiful procession winding up the long dusty 
road to Toledo. The monks went in front sing- 
ing sweetly, and carrying bright banners and 
crosses of gold, and then, in silver armour, with 
matchlocks and pikes, came the soldiers, and in 
their midst walked three barefooted men, in 
strange yellow dresses painted all over with 
wonderful figiu'es, and carrying lighted candles 
in their hands. Certainly there was a great deal 
to look at in the forest, and when she was tired 
he would find a soft bank of moss for her, or 
carry her in his arms, for he was very strong, 
though he knew that he was not tall. He would 
make her a necklace of red bryony berries, that 
would be quite as pretty as the white berries 
that she wore on her dress, and when she was 
tired of them, she could throw them away, and 
he would find her others. He would bring her 
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acorn-cups and dew-drenched anemones, and tiny 
glow-worms to be stars in the pale gold of her hair. 

But where was she? He asked the white 
rose, and it made him no answer. The whole 
palace seemed asleep, and even where the 
shutters had not been closed, heavy curtains 
had been drawn across the windows to keep out 
the glare. He wandered all round looking for 
some place through which he might gain an 
entrance, and at last he caught sight of a little 
private door that was lying open. He slipped 
through, and found himself in a splendid hall, 
far more splendid, he feared, than the forest, 
there was so much more gilding everywhere, 
and even the floor was made of great coloured 
stones, fitted together into a sort of geometrical 
pattern. But the little Infanta was not there, 
only some wonderful white statues that looked 
down on him from their jasper pedestals, with 
sad blank eyes and strangely smiling lips. 

At the end of the hall hung a richly em- 
broidered curtain of black velvet, powdered with 
suns and stars, the King's favourite devices, and 
broidered on the colour he loved best. Perhaps 
she was hiding behind that ? He would try at 
any rate. 
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So he stole quietly across, and drew it aside. 
No; there was only another room, though a 
prettier room, he thought, than the one he had 
just left. The walls were hung with a many- 
figured green arras of needle- wrought tapesfary 
representing a hunt, the work of some Flemish 
artists who had spent more than seven years in 
its composition. It had once been the chamber 
of Jean le Fou^ as he was called, that mad Eong 
who was so enamoured of the chase, that he 
had often tried in his delirium to mount the 
huge rearing horses, and to drag down the stag 
on which the great hounds were leaping, sound- 
ing his himting horn, and stabbing with his 
dagger at the pale flying deer. It was now 
used as the council-room, and on the centre 
table were lying the red portfolios of the 
ministers, stamped with the gold tulips of Spain, 
and with the arms and emblems of the house 
of Hapsburg. 

The little Dwarf looked in wonder all round 
him, and was half-afraid to go on. The strange 
silent horsemen that galloped so swiftly through 
the long glades without making any noise, 
seemed to him like those terrible phantoms of 
whom he had heard the charcoal-burners speak- 
ing — the Comprachos, who hunt only at night, 
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and if they meet a man, turn him into a hind, 
and chase him. But he thought of the pretty 
Infanta, and took courage. He wanted to find 
her alone, and to tell her that he too loved her. 
Perhaps she was in the room beyond. 

He ran across the soft Moorish carpets, and 
opened the door. No 1 She was not here either. 
The room was quite empty. 

It was a throne-room, used for the reception 
of foreign ambassadors, when the King, which 
of late had not been often, consented to give 
them a personal audience; the same room in 
which, many years before, envoys had appeared 
from England to make arrangements for the 
marriage of their Queen, then one of the Catholic 
sovereigns of Eiurope, with the Emperor's eldest 
son. The hangings were of gilt Cordovan 
leather, and a heavy gilt chandelier with branches 
for three hundred wax lights hung down from 
the black and white ceiling. Underneath a great 
canopy of gold cloth, on which the lions and 
towers of Castile were broidered in seed pearls, 
stood the throne itself, covered with a rich pall 
of black velvet studded with silver tulips and 
elaborately fringed with silver and pearls. On 
the second step of the throne was placed the 
kneeling-stool of the Infanta, with its cushion 

57 



A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 

of cloth of silver tissue, and below that again, 
and beyond the limit of the canopy, stood the 
chair for the Papal Nuncio, who alone had the 
right to be seated in the ELing's presence on the 
occasion of any pubbc ceremonial, and whose 
Cardinal's hat, with its tangled scarlet tassels, 
lay on a purple tabouret in front. On the wall, 
facing the throne, hung a life-sized portrait of 
Charles v. in hunting dress, with a great mastiff 
by his side, and a picture of Philip ii. receiving 
the homage of the Netherlands occupied the 
centre of the other wall. Between the windows 
stood a black ebony cabinet, inlaid with plates 
of ivory, on which the figures from Holbein's 
Dance of Death had been graved — by the 
hand, some said, of that famous master himself. 
But the little Dwarf cared nothing for all 
this magnificence. He would not have given 
his rose for all the pearls on the canopy, nor 
one white petal of his rose for the throne itsel£ 
What he wanted was to see the Infemta before 
she went down to the pavilion, and to ask her 
to come away with him when he had finished 
his dance. Here, in the Palace, the air was 
close and heavy, but in the forest the wind blew 
free, and the sunlight with wandering hands of 
gold moved the tremulous leaves aside. There 
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were flowers, too, in the forest, not so splendid, 
perhaps, as the flowers in the garden, but more 
sweetly scented for all that ; hyacinths in early 
spring that flooded with waving purple the cool 
glens, and grassy knoUs ; yellow primroses that 
nestled in little clumps round the gnarled roots 
of the oak-trees; bright celandine, and blue 
speedwell, and irises lilac and gold. There were 
grey catkins on the hazels, and the fox-gloves 
drooped with the weight of their dappled bee- 
haunted cells. The chestnut had its spires of 
white stars, and the hawthorn its pallid moons 
of beauty. Yes : surely she would come if he 
could only find her 1 She would come with him 
to the fair forest, and all day long he would 
dance for her delight. A smile lit up his eyes 
at the thought, and he passed into the next 
room. 

Of all the rooms this was the brightest and 
the most beautiful The walls were covered 
with a pink-flowered Lucca damask, patterned 
with birds and dotted with dainty blossoms of 
silver; the furniture was of massive silver, 
festooned with florid wreaths, and swinging 
Cupids; in front of the two large fire-places 
stood great screens broidered with parrots and 
peacocks, and the floor, which was of sea-green 
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onyx» seemed to stretch far away into the 
tance. Nor was he alone. Standing under the 
shadow of the doorway, at the extreme end of 
the room, he saw a little figure watching him. 
His heart trembled, a cry of joy broke from his 
lips, and he moved out into the sunlight As 
he did so, the figure moved out also, and he saw 
it plainly. 

The Infanta! It was a monster, the most 
grotesque monster he had ever beheld. Not 
properly shaped, as all other people were, but 
hunchbacked, and crooked-limbed, with huge 
lolling head and mane of black hair. The little 
Dwarf frowned, and the monster frowned also. 
He laughed, and it laughed with him, and held 
its hands to its sides, just as he himself was 
doing. He made it a mocking bow, and it 
returned him a low reverence. He went towards 
it, and it came to meet him, copying each step 
that he made, and stopping when he stopped 
himself He shouted with amusement, and ran 
forward, and reached out his hand, and the 
hand of the monster touched his, and it was as 
cold as ice. He grew afraid, and moved his 
hand across, and the monster's hand followed it 
quickly. He tried to press on, but something 
smooth and hard stopped him. The face of the 
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monster was now close to his own, and seemed 
full of terror. He brushed his hair off his eyes. 
It imitated him. He struck at it, and it returned 
blow for blow. He loathed it, and it made 
hideous faces at him. He drew back, and it 
retreated. 

What is it ? He thought for a moment, and 
looked round at the rest of the room. It was 
strange, but everything seemed to have its 
double in this invisible wall of clear water. Yes, 
picture for picture was repeated, and couch for 
couch. The sleeping Faun that lay in the alcove 
by the doorway had its twin brother that slum- 
bered, and the silver Venus that stood in the 
sunlight held out her arms to a Venus as lovely 
as hersel£ 

Was it Echo ? He had called to her once in 
the valley, and she had answered him word for 
word. Could she mock the eye, as she mocked 
the voice ? Could she make a mimic world just 
like the real world? Could the shadows of 
things have colour and life and movement? 
Could it be that ? 

He started, and taking from his breast the 
beautiful white rose, he turned round, and 
kissed it. The monster had a rose of its own, 
petal for petal the same 1 It kissed it with like 
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kisses, and pressed it to its heart with horrible 
gestures. 

When the truth dawned upon him, he gave 
a wild cry of despair, and fell sobbing to the 
ground. So it was he who was misshapen and 
hunchbacked, foul to look at and grotesque. 
He himself was the monster, and it was at him 
that all the children had been laughing, and the 
little Princess who he had thought loved him — 
she too had been merely mocking at his ugli- 
ness, and making merry over his twisted limbs. 
Why had they not left him in the forest, where 
there was no mirror to tell him how loathsome 
he was ? Why had his father not killed him, 
rather than sell him to his shame? The hot 
tears poured down his cheeks, and he tore the 
white rose to pieces. The sprawling monster 
did the same, and scattered the faint petals in 
the air. It grovelled on the ground, and, when 
he looked at it, it watched him with a face 
drawn with pain. He crept away, lest he should 
see it, and covered his eyes with his hands. He 
crawled, like some wounded thing, into the 
shadow, and lay there moaning. 

And at that moment the Infanta herself came 
in with her companions through the open 
window, and when they saw the ugly little 
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dwarf lying on the ground and beating the floor 
with his clenched hands, in the most fantastic 
and exaggerated manner, they went off into 
shouts of happy laughter, and stood all round 
him and watched him. 

'His dancing was funny/ said the Infanta; 
'but his acting is funnier stilL Indeed he is 
almost as good as the puppets, only of course 
not quite so natural/ And she fluttered her 
big fan, and applauded 

But the little Dwarf never looked up, and his 
sobs grew fainter and fainter, and suddenly he 
gave a curious gasp, and clutched his side. And 
then he fell back again, and lay quite stilL 

'That is capital,' said the Infanta, after a 
pause ; * but now you must dance for me.' 

'Yes,' cried all the children, 'you must get 
up and dance, for you are as clever as the 
Barbary apes, and much more ridiculous.' 

But the little Dwarf made no answer. 

And the Infanta stamped her foot, and called 
out to her uncle, who was walking on the terrace 
with the Chamberlain, reading some despatches 
that had just arrived from Mexico, where the 
Holy Office had recently been established. ' My 
funny little dwarf is sulking,' she cried, ' you must 
wake him up, and tell him to dance for me.' 
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They smiled at each other, and sauntered m, 
and Don Pedro stooped down, and slapped the 
Dwarf on the cheek with his embroidered glove, 
* You must dance,' he said, * petit monstre. You 
must dance. The Infanta of Spain and the 
Indies wishes to be amused.' 

But the little Dwarf never moved. 

* A whipping master should be sent for,' said 
Don Pedro wearily, and he went back to the 
terrace. But the Chamberlain looked grave, 
and he knelt beside the little dwarf, and put his 
hand upon his heart. And after a few moments 
he shrugged his shoulders, and rose up, and 
having made a low bow to the Infanta, he said — 

^Mi bella Princesa, your funny little dwarf 
will never dance again. It is a pity, for he is 
so ugly that he might have made the King 
smile.' 

' But why will he not dance again ? ' asked 
the Infanta, laughing. 

* Because his heart is broken,' answered the 
Chamberlain. 

And the Infanta frowned, and her dainty 
rose-leaf lips curled in pretty disdain. * For the 
future let those who come to play with me have 
no hearts,' she cried, and she ran out into the 
garden. 
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EVERY evening the young Fisherman 
went out upon the sea, and threw his 
nets into the water. 

bl e w from the l a n d be -caag^t 
nothing, oiMbutlittle at best, for it was a bitter 
and black-wingecNi^nd, and rough waves rose 
up to meet it But ^Hb,en the wind blew to the 
shore, the fish came in froixvthe deep, and swam 
into the meshes of his netsT^MKl he took them 

Every evening he went out upon the sea, and 
one evening the net was so heavy that hardly 
could he draw it into the boat. And he laughed, 
and said to himself, ' Surely I have caught all 
the fish that swim, or snared some dull monster 
that will be a marvel to men, or some thing of 
horror that the great Queen will desire,' and 
putting forth all his strength, he tugged at the 
coarse ropes till, like lines of blue enamel round 
a vase of bronze, the long veins rose up on his 
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arms. II o tugged at the thin 

and nearer can^fi,the eirctg15r Bat corks, and the 

But no fish at all was in it, nor any monster 
or thing of horror, but only a little Mermaid 
lying fast asleep. 

Her hair was as a wet fleece of gold, and each 
separate hair as a thread of fine gold in a cup of 
glass. Her body was as white ivory, and her 
tail was of silver and pearL Silver and pearl 
was her tail, and the green weeds of the sea 
coiled round it; and like sea-shells were her 
ears, and her lips were like sea-coral. The cold 
waves dashed over her cold breasts, and the salt 
glistened upon her eyelids. 

So beautiful was she that when the young 
Fisherman saw her he was filled with wonder, 
and he put out his hand and drew the net close 
to him, and leaning over the side he clasped 
her in his arms, . ^d wh e n ho t o uched i iegi ohe 
gave a cry like a staled sej^»gtdl,'"and woke, 
and looked at him iji^^tej^r with her mauve- 
amethyst e^^f trnH struggled that she might 
escap^^^-'^iSut he held her tig^Uy to him, and 

And when she saw that she could in no way 
escape from him, she began to weep, and saidt 
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*I pray thee let me go, for I am the only 
daughter of a King, and my father is aged and 
alone.' /^ 

But the young Fisherman answered, * I wiU 
not let thee go save thou makest me a promise 
that whenever I call thee, thou wilt come and 
sing to me, for the fish delight to listen to the 
song of the Sea-folk, and so shall my nets be 
full' 

*Wilt thou in very truth let me go, if I 
promise thee this ? ' cried the Mermaid. 

*In very truth I will let thee go,' said the 
young Fisherman. 

So she made him the promise he desired, 
and sware it by the oath of the Sea-folk. And 
he loosened his arms from about her, and she 
sank down into the water, trembling with a 
strange fear. 

Every evening the young Fisherman went out 
upon the sea, and called to the Mermaid, and 
she rose out of the water and sang to him. 
RQund..and.xouxui-her 4^wam tba dolphinsj and 
4he-wild- yills wheeled ^aboy^^ hw head . 

And she sang a marvellous song. ■ JFor die 
SMig jof the^^fiftr^olk .yiu^4y i¥ e iheir fl oeke from 
cayftjtoj(;SkVieu.aad.carvy the littie 4?alve{s on tiaeir 
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shoulders ; of the Tritons who have long green 
beards, and hairy breasts, and blow through 
twisted conchs when the King passes by ; of the 
palace of the King which is all of amber, with a 
roof of clear emerald, and a pavement of bright 
pearl ; and of the gardens of the sea where the 
great filigrane fans of coral wave all day long, 
and the fish dart about like silver birds, and the 
anemones cling to the rocks, and the pinks 
bourgeon in the ribbed yellow sand. She sang 
of the big whales that come down from the 
north seas and have sharp icicles hanging to 
their fins; of the Sirens who tell of such 
wonderful things that the merchants have to 
stop then ears with wax lest they should hear 
them, and leap mto the water and be drowned ; 
of the sunken galleys with their tall masts, and 
the frozen sailors clinging to the rigging, and 
the mackerel swimming in and out of the open 
portholes ; of the little barnacles who are great 
travellers, and cling to the keels of the ships 
and go round and round the world ; and of the 
cuttlefish who live in the sides of the cliffs and 
stretch out their long black arms, and can make 
night come when they will it. She sang of the 
nautilus who has a boat of her own that is carved 
out of an opal and steered with a silken sail ; of 
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the happy Mermen who play upon harps and 
can charm the great Kraken to sleep; of the 
little children who catch hold of the slippery 
porpoises and ride laughing upon their backs ; 
of the Mermaids who lie in the white foam and 
hold out their arms to the mariners ; and of the 
sea-lions with their curved tusks, and the sea- 
horses with their floating manes. 

And as she sang, all the tunny-fish came in 
from the deep to listen to her, and the young 
Fisherman threw his nets round them and 
caught them, and others he took with a spear. 
And when his boat was well-laden, the Mer- 
maid would sink down into the sea, smiling at 
him. 

Yet would she never come near him that he 
might touch her. Oftentimes he called to her 
and prayed of her, but she would not ; and when 
he sought to seize her she dived into the water 
as a seal might dive, nor did he see her again 
that day. And each day the sound of her voice 
became sweeter to his ears. So sweet was her 
voice that he forgot his nets and his cunning, 
and had no care of his craft. Vermilion-finned 
and with eyes of bossy gold, the tunnies went 
by in shoals, but he heeded them not His 
spear lay by his side unused, and his baskets of 
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plaite4^sier were empty. With lips parted, 
and eyes'''dif«.,,jnth wonder, he sat idle in his 
boat and Ustene^T^^listeiiing till the sea-mists 
crept round him, and tfiB^'-waiidering moon 
Rt^inpH hi'g hmwn limh^ vjth nJlvrr 

And one evening he called to her, and said : 

* Little Mermaid, little Mermaid, I love thee. 
Take me for thy bridegroom, for I love thee/ 

But the Mermaid shook her head. *Thou 
hast a human soul,' she answered. *If only 
thou wouldst send away thy soul, then could 
I love thee.' 

And the young Fisherman said to himself, 

* Of what use is my soul to me ? I cannot see 
it. I may not touch it. I do not know it. 
Surely I will send it away from me, and much 
gladness shall be mine.' And a cry of joy broke 
from his lips, and standing up in the painted 
boat, he held out his arms to the Mermaid. * I 
will send my soul away,' he cried, ' and you shall 
be my bride, and I will be thy bridegroom, and 
in the depth of the sea we will dwell together, 
and all that thou hast sung of thou shalt show 
me, and all that thou desirest I will do, nor shall 
our lives be divided.' 

And the little Mermaid laughed for pleasure, 
and hid her fSace in her hands. 
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* But how shall I send my soul from me ? ' 
cried the young Fisherman. *Tell me how I 
may do it, and lo I it shall be done.' 

• Alas I I know not,* said the little Mermaid : 
'the Sea-folk have no souls.' And she sank 
down into the deep, looking wistfully at him. 

sihi was the span of a man's hand abov^he hill, 
the young Fisherman went to the hduse of the 
Priest and knocked three times aLthe door. 

The mmce looked out thro^igh the wicket, 
and when to saw who it was^he drew back the 
latch and saio^o him, * Ent^.' 

And the youhg Fishdirman passed in, and 
knelt down on theswp^-smelling rushes of the 
floor, and cried to tfite Priest who was reading 
out of the Holy IB^k ai^d said to him, ' Father, 
I am in love witii one o^\the Sea-folk, and my 
soul hinderethine from having my desire. Tell 
me how I caii send my soul k^ay from me, for 
in truth I liave no need of it\ Of what value 
is my soul to me ? I cannot see'i;t. I may not 
touch ijL I do not know it' \ 

the Priest beat his breast, and answered, 
^^^»jk, alack, thou art mad, or has^. eaten of 
SQ^e poisonous herb, for the soul is the noblest 
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part of man, and was given to us by Grod that 
we should nobly use it. There is no thing more 
precious than a human soul, nor any earthly 
thing that can be weighed with it. It is worth 
all the gold that is in the world, and is more 
precious than the rubies of the kings. There- 
fore, my son, think not any more of this matter, 
for it is a sin that may not be forgiven. And 
as for the Sea-folk, they are lost, and they who 
would traffic with them are lost also. They are 
as the beasts of the field that know not good 
from evil, and for them the Lord has not died/ 

The young Fisherman's eyes filled with tears 
when he heard the bitter words of the Priest, 
and he rose up from his knees and said to him, 
'Father, the Fauns live in the forest and are 
glad, and on the rocks sit the Mermen with 
their harps of red gold. Let me be as they are, 
I beseech thee, for their days are as the days of 
flowers. And as for my soul, what doth my 
soul profit me, if it stand between me and the 
thing that I love ? ' 

* The love of the body is vile,' cried the Priest, 
knitting his brows, 'and vile and evil are the 
pagan things God suffers to wander through 
His world. Accursed be the Fauns of the 
woodland, and accursed be the singers of the 
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sea 1 I have heard them at night-time, and they 
have sought to lm*e me from my beads. They 
tap at the window, and laugh. They whisper 
into my ears the tale of their perilous joys. 
They tempt me with temptations, and when I 
would pray they make mouths at me. They 
are lost, I tell thee, they are lost For them 
there is no heaven nor hell, and in neither shall 
they praise God's name.' 

* Father,' cried the young Fisherman, * thou 
knowest not what thou sayest. Once in my 
net I snared the daughter of a King. She is 
{sxrer than the morning star, and whiter than 
the moon. For her body I would give my soul, 
and for her love I would surrender heaven. 
Tell me what I ask of thee, and let me go in 
peace.' 

* Away I Away I* cried the Priest: 'thy 
leman is lost, and thou shalt be lost with her.' 
And he gave him no blessing, but drove him 
from his door. 

And the young Fisherman went down into 
the market-place, and he walked slowly, and 
with bowed head, as one who is in sorrow. 

And when the merchants saw him coming, 
they began to whisper to each other, and one of 
them came forth to meet him, and called him 
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by name, and said to him, ' What hast thou to 
seU?' 

* I will sell thee my soul/ he answered : * I 
pray thee buy it of me, for I am weary of it 
Of what use is my soul to me ? I cannot see it. 
I may not touch it. I do not know it.' 

But the merchants mocked at him, and said, 

* Of what use is a man's soul to us ? It is not 
worth a clipped piece of silver. Sell us thy 
body for a slave, and we will clothe thee in sea- 
purple, and put a ring upon thy finger, and 
make thee the minion of the great Queen. But 
talk not of the soul, for to us it is nought, nor 
has it any value for our service. ' 

And the young Fisherman said to himself: 

* How strange a thing this is! The Priest telleth 
me that the soul is worth all the gold in the 
world, and the merchants say that it is not 
worth a clipped piece of silver.' And he passed 
out of the market-place, and went down to the 
shore of the sea, and began to ponder on what 
he should do. 

And-^^t-^BOoir he remembered how one of his 

companions, who was a gatherer of samphire, 

had told him of a certain young Witch who 

dwelt in a cave at the head of the bay and was 
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very cunning in her witcheries. And he set to 
and ran, so eager was he to get rid of his soul, 
and a cloud of dust followed him as he sped 
round the sand of the shore. By the itching of 
her palm the young Witch knew his coming, 
and she laughed and let down her red hair. 
With her red hair faUing around her, she stood 
at the opening of the cave, and in her hand she 
had a spray of wild hemlock that was blossoming. 

*^$W..dlye-JackJ — WhaL-^dlyeJack ; ' she 
cried, as%e came panting up the steep, aiid bent 
down befor^^r. * Fish for thy ne^ when the 
wind is foul ? nI have a little reed-pipe, and 
when I blow on ir^e mullet cotne sailing into 
the bay. But it has^ price^ pretty boy, it has 
a price. What d'ye lai^^ What d'ye lack? 
A storm to wreck the sbipsL and wash the chests 
of rich treasure ashofe? r\have more storms 
than the wind has, ft>r I serve one who is stronger 
than the wind,^4nd with a sieve and a pail of 
water I can s^d the great galleys\p the bottom 
of the sea. iBut I have a price, ptetty boy, I 
have a pnce. What d*ye lack? What d'ye 
lack ? P know a flower that grows in tlwL valley, 
none^nows it but I. It has purple leaves, and 
sij^ in its heart, and its juice is as white as 

ilk. Shouldst thou touch with this flower 
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the\hard lips of the Queen, she would follow 
thee iiU over the world. Out of the be4 of the 
King she would rise, and over the whole world 
she would follow thee. And it hfts a price, 
pretty boV it has a price. Wha|f d' ye lack I 
What d'yeXlack? I can pound: a toad in a 
mortar, and make broth of it, ana stir the broth 
with a dead mati s hand. Smuikle it on thine 
enemy while he sleeps, and ie will turn into a 
black viper, and his own mother will slay him. 
With a wheel I can (Uaw the Moon from heaven, 
and in a crystal I can mow thee Death. What 
d'ye lack? What ^^fe lack? Tell me thy 
desire, and I will j^ve it\thee, and thou shalt 
pay me a price, jpretty bo^ thou shalt pay me 
a price.' y \ 

* My desire^'Js but for a little thing,' said the 
young Fishj3tman, *yet hath the Priest been 
wroth with' me, and driven me foMh. It is but 
for a little thing, and the merchants^have mocked 
at me/Biid denied me. Therefore am I come 
to thee, though men call thee evil, and whatever 
De/Ciiy pncc jL' snail pay "it* "" 

*What wouldst thou?' asked the Witch, 
coming near to him. 

^I would send my soul away from me/ 
answered the young Fisherman. 
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"The Witch grew pale, and shuddered, and 
hidNlier face in her blue mantle. * Pretty boy, 
pretty\boy,' she muttered, *that is a terrible 
thing to>4o/ 

He tosk^ his brown curls and laughed. 
*My soul is\iought to me,' he answered, *I 
cannot see it \ I may not touch it. I do not 
know it' 

* What wilt thcHi give me if I tell thee ? ' 
asked the Witch, looking down at him with her 
beautiful eyes, 

* Five pieces of gold,^ he said, * and my nets, 
and the wattled house where I live, and the 
painted boat in which I sait Only tell me how 
to get rid of my soul, and I\will give thee all 
that I possess.'/ "^ 

She laughed mockingly at hi^, and struck 
him with t^ie spray of hemlock. \ * I can turn 
the autunsiti leaves into gold,' sh^ answered, 
'and I Clin weave the pale moonbeams into 
silver if I will it He whom I serve ^richer 
than all the kings of this world, and ha^v^their 
dominions.' 

'What then shall I give thee,' he cried, *if 
thy price be neither gold nor silver ? ' 

Tpe Witch stroked his hair with her thin 
white hand. * Thou must dance with me, pretty 
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boy/ she murmured, and she smiled at him as 
she spoke. 

* Nought but that ? ' cried the young Fisher- 
man in wonder, and he rose to his feet. 

'Nought but that/ she answered, and she 
smiled at him again. 

' Then at sunset in some secret place we shall 
dance together/ he said, * and after that we have 
danced thou shalt tell me the thing which I 
desire to know/ 

She shook her head. * When the moon is full, 
when the moon is full,' she muttered. Then she 
peered all round, and listened. A blue bird 
rose screaming from its nest and circled over the 
dunes, and three spotted birds rustled through 
the coarse grey grass and whistled to each other. 
There was no other sound save the sound of 
a wave fretting the smooth pebbles below. So 
she reached out her hand, and drew him near to 
her and put her dry lips close to his ear. 

* To-night thou must come to the top of the 
mountain,' she whispered. * It is a Sabbath, 
and He will be there.' 

The young Fisherman started and looked at 
her, and she showed her white teeth and laughed. 
* Who is He of whom thou speakest ? ' he asked. 

'It matters not,' she answered. 'Go thou 
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to-night, and stand under the branches of the 
hornbeam, and wait for my commg. If a black 
dog rmi towards thee, strike it with a rod of 
willow, and it will go away. If an owl speak 
to thee, make it no answer. When the moon 
is full I shall be with thee, and we will dance 
together on the grass/ 

* But wilt thou swear to me to tell me how I 
may send my soul from me ? ' he made question. 

She moved out into the sunlight, and through 
her red hair rippled the wind. * By the hoofs 
of the goat I swear it,' she made answer. 

* Thou art the best of the witches,' cried the 
young Fisherman, * and I will surely dance with 
thee to-night on the top of the mountain. I 
would indeed that thou hadst asked of me either 
gold or silver. But such as thy price is thou 
shalt have it, for it is but a little thing.' And 
he dofied his cap to her, and bent his head low, 
and ran back to the town filled with a great 
joy. 

And the Witch watched him as he went, and 
when he had passed from her sight she entered 
her cave, and having taken a mirror from a box 
of carved cedarwood, she set it up on a frame, 
and burned vervain on lighted charcoal before 
it, and peered through the coils of the smoke. 
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And after a time she clenched her hands m 
anger. 'He should have been mine/ she 
muttered^ * I am as fair as she is/ 

And that evening, when the moon had risen, 
the young Fisherman climbed up to the top of 
the mountain, and stood under the branches of 
the hornbeam. Like a targe of polished metal 
the round sea lay at his feet, and the shadows 
of the fishing boats moved in the little bay. A 
great owl, with yellow sulphurous eyes, called 
to him by his name, but he made it no answer. 
A black dog ran towards him and snarled. He 
struck it with a rod of willow, and it went away 
whining. 

At midnight the witches came flying through 
the air like bats. * Phew I * they cried, as they 
lit upon the ground, * there is some one here we 
know not! ' and they sniffed about, and chattered 
to each other, and made signs. Last of all came 
the young Witch, with her red hair streaming 
in the wind. She wore a dress of gold tissue 
embroidered with peacocks* eyes, and a little 
cap of green velvet was on her head. 

* Where is he, where is he?* shrieked the 
witches when they saw her, but she only laughed, 
and ran to the hornbeam, and taking the Fisher- 
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man by the hand she led him out into the 
moonlight and began to dance. 

Round and roimd they whirled, and the young 
Witch jumped so high that he could see the 
scarlet heels of her shoes. Then right across 
the dancers came the soimd of the galloping 
of a horse, but no horse was to be seen» and he 
felt afraid. 

* Faster,* cried the Witch, and she threw her 
arms about his neck, and her breath was hot 
upon his face. * Faster, faster ! ' she cried, and 
the earth seemed to spin beneath his feet, and 
his brain grew troubled, and a great terror feU 
on him, as of some evil thing that was watching 
him^ and at last he became aware that under 
the shadow of a rock there was a figure that 
had not been there before. 

It was a man dressed in a suit of black velvet, 
cut in the Spanish fashion. His face was 
strangely pale, but his lips were like a proud 
red flower. He seemed weary, and was leaning 
back toying in a listless manner with the pommel 
of his dagger. On the grass beside him lay a 
plumed hat, and a pair of riding-gloves gaunt- 
leted with gilt lace, and sewn with seed-pearls 
wrought into a curious device. A short cloak 
lined with sables hung from his shoulder, and 
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his delicate white hands were gemmed with 
rings. Heavy eyelids drooped over his eyes. 

The young Fisherman watched him, as one 
snared in a spelL At last their eyes met, and 
wherever he danced it seemed to him that the 
eyes of the man were upon him. He heard the 
Witch laugh, and caught her by the waist, and 
whirled her madly round and round. 

Suddenly a dog bayed in the wood, and the 
dancers stopped, and going up two by two, 
knelt down, and kissed the man's hands. As 
they did so, a little smile touched his proud lips, 
as a bird's wing touches the water and makes it 
laugh. But there was disdain in it. He kept 
looking at the young fisherman. 

* Come I let us worship,' whispered the Witch, 
and she led him up, and a great desire to do as 
she besought him seized on him, and he followed 
her. But when he came close, and without 
knowing why he did it, he made on his breast 
the sign of the Cross, and called upon the holy 
name. 

No sooner had he done so than the witches 
screamed like hawks and flew away, and the 
pallid face that had been watching him twitched 
with a spasm of pain. The man went over to 
a little wood, and whistled. A jennet with 
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silver trappings came running to meet him. As 
he leapt upon the saddle he turned round, and 
looked at the young Fisherman sadly. 

And the Witch with the red hair tried to fly 
away also, but the Fisherman caught her by her 
wrists, and held her fast 

* Loose me,' she cried, * and let me go. For 
thou hast named what should not be named, 
and shown the sign that may not be looked at' 

* Nay,' he answered, * but I will not let thee 
go till thou hast told me the secret' 

*What secret?' said the Witch, wrestling 
with him like a wild cat, and biting her foam- 
flecked lips. 

* Thou knowest,' he made answer. 

Her grass-green eyes grew dim with tears, 
and she said to the Fisherman, * Ask me any- 
thing but that 1 ' 

He laughed, and held her all the more tightly. 

And when she saw that she could not free 
herself, she whispered to him, * Surely I am as 
fair as the daughters of the sea, and as comely 
as those that dwell in the blue waters,' and she 
fawned on him and put her face close to his. 

But he thrust her back frowning, and said to 
her, ' If thou keepest not the promise that thou 
madest to me 1 will slay thee for a false witch.' 
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grew grey as a blossom of the Judiwtreet 
and shudd^ed. ' Be it so/ she nijuttered. ' It 
is thy soul ah^not mine. J[)or'with it as thou 
wilt* And sheteok frofii her girdle a little 
knife that had a }HmaIb*-a^green viper's skin, 
and gave it tf^im. 

* Wh^t^all this serve me ? * he^ked of her, 
woRtfeiiiig. 

She was silent for a few moments, and a look 
of terror came over her face. Then she brushed 
her hair back from her forehead, and smiUng 
strangely she said to him, ' What men call the 
shadow of the body is not the shadow of the 
body, but is the body of the souL Stand on 
the sea-shore with thy back to the moon, and 
cut away from around thy feet thy shadow, 
which is thy soul's body, and bid thy soul leave 
thee, and it will do so/ 

The young Fisherman trembled. 'Is this 
true ? ' he murmured. 

* It is true, and I would that I had not told 
thee of it,' she cried, and she clung to his knees 
weeping. 

He put her from him and left her in the rank 

grass, and going to the edge of the mountain he 

placed the knife in his belt and began to 

down. 
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And his Soul that was within him called out 
to him and said, ' Lo 1 I have dwelt with thee 
for all these years, and have heen thy servant. 
Send me not away from thee now^ for what 
evil have I done thee ? * 

And the young Fisherman laughed. * Thou 
hast done me no evil, but I have no need of 
thee,* he answered. * Thc world itu jaddg^and 
there is Heaven also, and IL^lV^ianrlthat dim 
twilight house that-ii«rbetween. Go wherever 
thou wilt^JbtrtTtrouble me not, for my love is 
to mp.' 

And his Soul besought him piteously, but he 
heeded it not, but leapt from crag to crag, being 
sure-footed as a wild goat, and at last he reached 
the level ground and the yellow shore of the 
sea. 

Bronze-limbed and well-knit, like a statue 
wrought by a Grecian, he stood on the sand 
with his back to the moon, and out of the foam 
came white arms that beckoned to him, and out 
of the waves rose dim forms that did him 
homage. Before him lay his shadow, which 
was the body of his soul, and behind him hung 
the moon in the honey-coloured air. 

Aftd- his "SouHsaid terlKim,'^ ^If indeed thou 
mu^t diiire^ me from tiiee, nend me not forth 
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Tt — Th e world is cru^ rgt^e^^^ae 
thy h^5rt to take with me.' y''' 

He tos^bd his head and smiled. 'JPITith what 
should I love 
he cried. 

* Nay, but be mSte^rfp said his Soul : * give 
me thy heart, forjthfe wqrld is very cruel, and I 
am afraid/ 

* My hejurt is my love's,' h^^nswered, * there- 
fore tvty not, but get thee gonK^ 

* aii o uld I nut lOt e-alsoT^^asgetr^lg SmiL 

* Get thee gone, for I have no need of thee,* 
cried the young Fisherman, and he took the 
little knife with its handle of green viper's skin, 
and cut away his shadow from around his feet, 
and it rose up and stood before him, and looked 
at him, and it was even as himself. 

He crept back, and thrust the knife into his 
belt, and a feeling of awe came over him. * Get 
thee gone,' he murmured, * and let me see thy 
face no more.' 

Itg* y o ice w as low mnd^^lltfte^infe; 'gnft" tte lips 
hacdly-Jziav^ whiU it spake. 

Mlow«haliwe xtas^r txlit^-m^f 
maa ' Tfaou wilt noVXoUow'uaiik^ the depths 
ofthcrseaT*^ 
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.Once every year I will come to this place, 
andXcall to thee/ said the SouL ^ It may be 
that thou wilt have need of me.* 

* What need should I have of thee ? ' cried the 
young Fisherman, * ^vt ^^ ^^ ^'^ ^^^" ""^tj* ^^^ 
he plunged into the water, and the Tritons 
blew their horns, and the little Mermaid rose 
up to meet ^im, and put her arms around his 
neck and kissed him on the mouth. 

And the Soa| stood on the lonely beach and 
watched them. ' And when they had sunk down 
into the sea, it Vent weeping away over the 
marshes. 

\ 

v 

And after a year' was over the Soul came 
down to the shore of the sea and called to the 
young Fisherman, and he rose out of the deep, 
and said, * Why dost thou call to me ? ' 

And the Soul answered, * Come nearer, that 
I may speak with thee, for I have seen marvel- 
lous things.' 

So he came nearer, and coucbed in the shallow 
water, and leaned his head upon his hand and 
listened. 

And the Soul said to him, ' Wh^ I left thee 
I turned my face xo the East and journeyed 
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From the East cometh everything that is wise^ 
Six days I journeyed, and on the morning of 
the seventh day I came to a hill that is in the 
country of the Tartars. I sat down under the 
shade of a tamarisk tree to shelter myself from 
the sun. The land was dry, and burnt up with the 
heat. The people went to and fro over the plain 
like flies crawling upon a disk of polished copper. 

* When it was noon a cloud of red dust rose 
up from the flat rim of the land. When the 
Tartars saw it, they strung their painted bows, 
and having leapt upon their little horses they 
galloped to meet it The women fled scream- 
ing to the waggons, and hid themselves behind 
the felt curtains. 

* At twilight the Tartars returned, but five of 
them were missing, and of those that came back 
not a few had been wounded. They harnessed 
their horses to the waggons and drove hastily 
away. Three jackals came out of a cave and 
peered after them. Then they sniffed up the 
air with their nostrils, and trotted off in the 
opposite direction. 

^When the moon rose I saw a camp-fire 

burning on the plain, and went towards it. A 

company of merchants were seated round it on 

carpets. Their camels were picketed behind 
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them, and the negroes who were their servants 
were pitching tents of tanned skin upon the 
sand, and making a high wall of the prickly pear. 
' As I came near them, the chief of the mer- 
chants rose up and drew his sword, and asked 
me my business. 

* I answered that I was a Prince in my own 
land, and that I had escaped from the Tartars, 
who had sought to make me their slave. The 
chief smiled, and showed me five heads fixed 
upon long reeds of bamboo. 

* Then he asked me who was the prophet of 
God, and I answered him Mohammed. 

* When he heard the name of the false pro- 
phet, he bowed and took me by the hand, and 
placed me by his side. A negro brought me 
some mare's milk in a wooden dish, and a piece 
of lamb's flesh roasted. 

* At daybreak we started on our journey. I 
rode on a red-haired camel by the side of the 
chief, and a runner ran before us carrying a 
spear. The men of war were on either hand, 
and the mules followed with the merchandise. 
There were forty camels in the caravan, and the 
mules were twice forty in number. 

*We went from the country of the Tartars 
into the country of those who curse the Moon. 
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We saw the Gryphons guarding their gold on 
the white rocks, and the scaled Dragons sleeping 
in their caves. As we passed over the mountains 
we held our breath lest the snows might fall on 
us, and each man tied a veil of gauze before his 
eyes. As we passed through the valleys the 
Pygmies shot arrows at us from the hoUows of 
the trees, and at night time we heard the wild 
men beating on their drums. When we came 
to the Tower of Apes we set fruits before them, 
and they did not harm us. When we came to 
the Tower of Serpents we gave them warm milk 
in bowls of brass, and they let us go by. Three 
times in our journey we came to the banks of 
the Oxus. We crossed it on rafts of wood with 
great bladders of blown hide. The river-horses 
raged against us and sought to slay us. When 
the camels saw them they trembled. 

*The kings of each city levied tolls on us, 
but would not suffer us to enter their gates. 
They threw us bread over the walls, little maize- 
cakes baked in honey and cakes of fine floiur 
filled with dates. For every hundred baskets 
we gave them a bead of amber. 

•When the dwellers in the villages saw us 
coming, they poisoned the wells and fled to the 
hill-summits. We fought with the Magadae 
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who are born old, and grow younger and younger 
every year, and die when they are little children ; 
and with the Laktroi who say that they are the 
sons of tigers, and paint themselves yellow and 
black ; and with the Aurantes who bury their 
dead on the tops of trees, and themselves live 
in dark caverns lest the Sun, who is their god, 
should slay them ; and with the Krimnians who 
worship a crocodile, and give it earrings of green 
glass, and feed it with butter and fresh fowls ; 
and with the Agazonbae, who are dog-faced; 
and with the Sibans, who have horses' feet, and 
run more swiftly than horses. A third of our 
company died in battle, and a third died of want. 
The rest murmured against me, and said that I 
had brought them an evil fortune. I took a 
homed adder from beneath a stone and let it 
sting me. When they saw that I did not sicken 
they grew afraid. 

* In the fourth month we reached the city of 
lUel. It was night time when we came to the 
grove that is outside the walls, and the air was 
sultry, for the Moon was travelling in Scorpion. 
We took the ripe pomegranates from the trees, 
and brake them, and drank their sweet juices. 
Then we lay down on our carpets and waited 
for the dawn. 
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'And at dawn we rose and knocked at the 
gate of the city. It was wrought out of red 
bronze, and carved with sea-dragons and dragons 
that have wings. The guards looked down from 
the battlements and asked us our business. The 
interpreter of the caravan answered that we had 
come from the island of Syria with much 
merchandise. They took hostages, and told us 
that they would open the gate to us at noon, 
and bade us tarry till then. 

*When it was noon they opened the gate, 
and as we entered in the people came crowding 
out of the houses to look at us, and a crier went 
round the city crying through a shell. We 
stood in the market-place, and the negroes 
uncorded the bales of figured cloths and opened 
the carved chests of sycamore. And when they 
had ended their task, the merchants set forth 
their strange wares, the waxed linen from Egypt 
and the painted linen from the country of the 
Ethiops, the purple sponges from Tyre and the 
blue han^ngs from Sidon, the cups of cold 
amber and the fine vessels of glass and the 
curious vessels of burnt clay. From the roof 
of a house a company of women watched us. 
One of them wore a mask of gilded leather. 

' And on the first day the priests came and 
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bartered with us, and on the second day came 
the nobles, and on the third day came the crafts- 
men and the slaves. And this is their custom 
with all merchants as long as they tarry in the 
city. 

^And we tarried for a moon, and when the 
moon was waning, I wearied and wandered away 
through the streets of the city and came to the 
garden of its god. The priests in their yellow 
robes moved silently through the green trees, 
and on a pavement of black marble stood the 
rose-red house in which the god had his dwelling. 
Its doors were of powdered lacquer, and bulls 
and peacocks were wrought on them in raised 
and polished gold. The tiled roof was of sea- 
green porcelain, and the jutting eaves were 
festooned with little bells. When the white 
doves flew past, they struck the bells with their 
wings and made them tmkle. 

* In front of the temple was a pool of clear 
water paved with veined onyx. I lay down 
beside it, and with my pale fingers I touched 
the broad leaves. One of the priests came 
towards me and stood behind me. He had 
sandals on his feet, one of soft serpent-skin and 
the other of birds' plumage. On his head was 
a mitre of black felt decorated with silver 
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crescents. Seven yellows were woven into his 
robe, and his frizzed hair was stained with 
antimony. 

'After a little while he spake to me, and 
asked me my desire. 

* I told him that my desire was to see the 
god. 

* ** The god is hunting/' said the priest, looking 
strangely at me with his small slanting eyes. 

* " Tell me in what forest, and I will ride with 
him," I answered. 

* He combed out the soft fringes of his tunic 
with his long pointed nails. '^ The god is asleep,'' 
he murmured. 

* " Tell me on what couch, and I will watch 
by him," I answered. 

* ** The god is at the feast," he cried. 

* ** If the wine be sweet I will drink it with 
him, and if it be bitter I will drink it with him 
also," was my answer. 

* He bowed his head in wonder, and, taking 
me by the hand, he raised me up, and led me 
into the temple. 

'And in the first chamber I saw an idol 

seated on a throne of jasper bordered with great 

orient pearls. It was carved out of ebony, and 

in stature was of the stature of a man. On its 
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forehead was a ruby, and thick oil dripped from 
its hair on to its thighs. Its feet were red with 
the blood of a newly-slain kid, and its loins girt 
with a copper belt that was studded with seven 
beryls. 

* And I said to the priest, ** Is this the god ? " 
And he answered me, ** This is the god." 

* •* Show me the god,** I cried, " or I will surely 
slay thee.'* And I touched his hand, and it 
became withered. 

'And the priest besought me, saying, "Let 
my lord heal his servant, and I will show him 
the god.** 

* So I breathed with my breath upon his hand, 
and it became whole again, and he trembled 
and led me into the second chamber, and I saw 
an idol standing on a lotus of jade hung with 
great emeralds. It was carved out of ivory, and 
in stature was twice the stature of a man. On 
its forehead was a chrysolite, and its breasts 
were smeared with myrrh and cinnamon. In 
one hand it held a crooked sceptre of jade, and 
in the other a round crystal. It ware buskins 
of brass, and its thick neck was circled with a 
circle of selenites. 

' And I said to the priest, '* Is this the god ? ** 
And he answered me, ** This is the god.** 
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* " Show me the god/* I cried, " or I will surely 
slay thee." And I touched his eyes, and they 
became blind. 

* And the priest besought me, sajring, ** Let 
my lord heal his servant, and I will show him 
the god.** 

* So I breathed with my breath upon his eyes, 
and the sight came back to them, and he 
trembled again, and led me into the third 
chamber, and lol there was no idol in it, nor 
image of any kind, but only a mirror of round 
metal set on an altar of stone. 

* And I said to the priest, " Where is the god ? " 

* And he answered me : " There is no god but 
this mirror that thou seest, for this is the Mirror 
of Wisdom. And it reflecteth all things that 
are in heaven and on earth, save only the face 
of him who looketh into it. This it reflecteth 
not, so that he who looketh into it may be wise. 
Many other mirrors are there, but they are 
mirrors of Opinion. This only is the Mirror of 
Wisdom. And they who possess this mirror 
know everything, nor is there anything hidden 
from them. And they who possess it not have 
not Wisdom. Therefore is it the god, and we 
worship it." And I looked into the mirror, and 
it was even as he had said to me. 
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* And I did a strange thing, but what I did 
matters not, for in a valley that is but a day's 
journey from this place have I hidden the Mirror 
of Wisdom. Do but suflfer me to enter into 
thee again and be thy servant, and thou shalt 
be wiser than all the wise men, and Wisdom 
shall be thine. Su£fer me to enter into thee, 
and none will be as wise as thou.' 

But the young Fisherman laughed. *Love 
is better than Wisdom,' he cried, * and the little 
Mermaid loves me.' 

'Nay, but there is nothing better than 
Wisdom,' said the SouL 

• Love is better,' answered the young Fisher- 
man, and he plunged into the deep, and the 
Soul went weeping away over the marshes. 

And after the second year was over, the Soul 
came down to the shore of the sea, and called 
to the young Fisherman, and he rose out of the 
deep and said, * Why dost thou call to me ? ' 

And the Soul answered, ' Come nearer, that I 
may speak with thee, for I have seen marvellous 
things.' 

So he came nearer, and couched in the shallow 
water, and leaned his head upon his hand and 
listened. 

99 



A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 

And the Soul said to him, * When I left thee» 
I turned my face to the South and journeyed. 
From the South cometh everything that is 
precious. Six days I journeyed along the high- 
ways that lead to the city of Ashter, along the 
dusty red-dyed highways by which the pilgrims 
are wont to go did I journey, and on the morn- 
ing of the seventh day I lifted up my eyes, and 
lo 1 the city lay at my feet, for it is in a valley. 

'There are nine gates to this city, and in 
front of each gate stands a bronze horse that 
neighs when the Bedouins come down from the 
mountains. The walls are cased with copper, 
and the watch-towers on the walls are roofed 
with brass. In every tower stands an archer 
with a bow in his hand. At sunrise he strikes 
with an arrow on a gong, and at sunset he blows 
through a horn of horn. 

• When I sought to enter, the guards stopped 
me and asked of me who I was. I made answer 
that I was a Dervish and on my way to the city 
of Mecca, where there was a green veil on which 
the Koran was embroidered in silver letters by 
the hands of the angels. They were filled with 
wonder, and entreated me to pass in. 

' Inside it is even as a bazaar. Surely thou 
shouldst have been with me. Across the nairow 
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streets the gay lanterns of paper flutter like 
large butterflies. When the wind blows over 
the roo£s they rise and fall as painted bubbles 
do. In front of their booths sit the merchants 
on silken carpets. They have straight black 
beards, and their turbans are covered with golden 
sequins, and long strings of amber and carved 
peach-stones glide through their cool fingers. 
Some of them sell gelbanum and nard, and 
curious perfumes from the islands of the Indian 
Sea, and the thick oil of red roses, and myrrh 
and little nail-shaped cloves. When one stops 
to speak to them, they throw pinches of frank- 
incense upon a charcoal brazier and make the 
air sweet. I saw a Syrian who held in his hands 
a thin rod like a reed. Grey threads of smoke 
came from it, and its odour as it burned was as 
the odour of the pink almond in spring. Others 
sell silver bracelets embossed all over with 
creamy blue turquoise stones, and anklets of 
brass wire fringed with little pearls, and tigers' 
claws set m gold, and the daws of that gilt cat, 
the leopard, set in gold also, and earrings of 
pierced emerald, and finger-rings of hollowed 
jade. From the tea-houses comes the sound of 
the guitar, and the opium-smokers with their 
white smiling faces look out at the passers-by. 
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* Of a truth thou shouldst have been with me. 
The wine-sellers elbow their way through the 
crowd with great black skins on their shoulders. 
Most of them sell the wine of Schiraz, which is 
as sweet as honey. They serve it in little metal 
cups and strew rose leaves upon it. In the 
market-place stand the fruitsellers, who sell all 
kinds of fruit : ripe figs, with their bruised purple 
flesh, melons, smelling of musk and yellow as 
topazes, citrons and rose-apples and clusters of 
white grapes, round red-gold oranges, and oval 
lemons of green gold. Once I saw an elephant 
go by. Its trunk was painted with vermilion 
and turmeric, and over its ears it had a net of 
crimson silk cord. It stopped opposite one of 
the booths and began eating the oranges, and 
the man only laughed. Thou canst not think 
how strange a people they are. When they are 
glad they go to the bird-sellers and buy of them 
a caged bird, and set it free that their joy may 
be greater, and when they are sad they scourge 
themselves with thorns that their sorrow may 
not gi'ow less. 

* One evening I met some negroes canying a 
heavy palanquin through the bazaar. It was 
made of gilded bamboo, and the poles were of 
vermilion lacquer studded with brass peacocks. 
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Across the windows hung thin curtains of muslin 
embroidered with beetles' wings and with tiny 
seed-pearls, and as it passed by a pale-faced 
Circassian looked out and smiled at me. I 
followed behind, and the negroes hurried their 
steps and scowled But I did not care. I felt 
a great curiosity come over me. 

' At last they stopped at a square white house. 
There were no windows to it, only a little door 
like the door of a tomb. They set down the 
palanquin and knocked three times with a copper 
hammer. An Armenian in a caftan of green 
leather peered through the wicket, and when he 
saw them he opened, and spread a carpet on the 
ground, and the woman stepped out. As she 
went in, she turned round and smiled at me 
again. I had never seen any one so pale. 

* When the moon rose I returned to the same 
place and sought for the house, but it was no 
longer there. When I saw that, I knew who 
the woman was, and wherefore she had smiled 
at me. 

' Certainly thou shouldst have been with me. 
On the feast of the New Moon the young 
Emperor came forth from his palace and went 
into the mosque to pray. His hair and beard 
were dyed with rose-leaves, and his cheeks 
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were powdered with a fine gold dust The 
pahns of his feet and hands were yellow with 
saffron. 

* At sunrise he went forth from his palace in 
a robe of silver, and at sunset he returned to it 
again in a robe of gold. The people flung them- 
selves on the ground and hid their faces, but I 
would not do so. I stood by the stall of a seller 
of dates and waited. When the Emperor saw 
me, he raised his painted eyebrows and stopped. 
I stood quite still, and made him no obeisance. 
The people marvelled at my boldness, and 
counselled me to flee from the city. I paid no 
heed to them, but went and sat with the sellers 
of strange gods, who by reason of their craft are 
abominated. When I told them what I had 
done, each of them gave me a god and prayed 
me to leave them. 

* That night, as I lay on a cushion in the tea- 
house that is in the Street of Pomegranates, the 
guards of the Emperor entered and led me to 
the palace. As I went in they closed each door 
behind me, and put a chain across it. Inside 
was a great court with an arcade running all 
round. The walls were of white alabaster, set 
here and there with blue and green tiles. The 
pillars were of green marble, and the pavement 
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of a kind of peach-blossom marble. I had never 
seen anything like it before. 

*As I passed across the court two veiled 
women looked down from a balcony and cursed 
me. The guards hastened on, and the butts of 
the lances rang upon the polished floor. They 
opened a gate of wrought ivory, and I found 
myself in a watered garden of seven terraces. 
It was planted with tulip-cups and moonflowers, 
and silver-studded aloes. Like a slim reed of 
crystal a fountain hung in the dusky air. The 
cypress-trees were like biimt-out torches. From 
one of them a nightingale was singing. 

'At the end of the garden stood a little 
pavilion. As we approached it two eunuchs 
came out to meet us. Their fat bodies swayed 
as they walked, and they glanced curiously at 
me with their yellow-lidded eyes. One of them 
drew aside the captain of the guard, and in a 
low voice whispered to him. The other kept 
munching scented pastilles, which he took with 
an afiected gesture out of an oval box of lilac 
enameL 

'After a few moments the captain of the 
guard dismissed the soldiers. They went back 
to the palace, the eunuchs following slowly 
behind and plucking the sweet mulberries from 
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the trees as they passed. Once the elder of the 
two turned round, and smiled at me with an 
evil smile. 

' Then the captain of the guard motioned me 
towards the entrance of the pavilion. I walked 
on without trembling, and drawing the heavy 
curtain aside I entered in. 

*The young Emperor was stretched on a 
couch of dyed lion skins, and a ger-falcon perched 
upon his wrist. Behind him stood a brass- 
turbaned Nubian, naked down to the waist, and 
with heavy earrings in his split ears. On a table 
by the side of the couch lay a mighty scimitar 
of steel. 

* When the Emperor saw me he frowned, and 
said to me, " What is thy name ? Knowest thou 
not that I am Emperor of this city ? *' But I 
made him no answer. 

' He pointed with his finger at the scimitar, and 
the Nubian seized it, and rushing forward struck 
at me with great violence. The blade whizzed 
through me, and did me no hurt The man 
fell sprawling on the floor, and when he rose 
up his teeth chattered with terror and he hid 
himself behind the couch. 

^ The Emperor leapt to his feet, and taking 
a lance from a stand of arms, he threw it at me. 
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I caught it in its flight, and brake the shaft 
into two pieces. He shot at me with an arrow, 
but I held up my hands and it stopped in mid- 
air. Then he drew a dagger from a belt of 
white leather, and stabbed the Nubian in the 
throat lest the slave should tell of his dishonour. 
The man writhed like a trampled snake, and a 
red foam bubbled from his lips. 

* As soon as he was dead the Emperor turned 
to me, and when he had wiped away the bright 
sweat from his brow with a little napkin of 
purfled and purple silk, he said to me, ** Art thou 
a prophet, that I may not harm thee, or the son 
of a prophet, that I can do thee no hurt ? I 
pray thee leave my city to-night, for while thou 
art in it I am no longer its lord." 

* And I answered him, " I will go for half of 
thy treasure. Give me half of thy treasure, 
and I will go away.** 

' He took me by the hand, and led me out 
into the garden. When the captain of the guard 
saw me, he wondered. When the eunuchs saw 
me, their knees shook and they fell upon the 
ground in fear. 

* There is a chamber in the palace that has 
eight walls of red porphyry, and a brass-scaled 
ceiling hung with lamps. The Emperor touched 
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one of the walls and it opened, and we passed 
down a corridor that was lit with many torches. 
In niches upon each side stood great wine-jars 
filled to the brim with silver pieces. When we 
reached the centre of the corridor the Emperor 
spake the word that may not be spoken, and a 
granite door swmig back on a secret spring, and 
he put his hands before his face lest his eyes 
should be dazzled. 

• Thou couldst not believe how marvellous a 
place it was. There were huge tortoise-shells 
full of pearls, and hollowed moonstones of great 
size piled up with red rubies. The gold was 
stored in cofiers of elephant-hide, and the gold- 
dust in leather bottles. There were opals and 
sapphires, the former in cups of crystal, and the 
latter in cups of jade. Round green emeralds 
were ranged in order upon thin plates of ivory, 
and in one corner were silk bags filled, some 
with turquoise-stones, and others with beryls. 
The ivory horns were heaped with purple ame- 
thysts, and the horns of brass with chalcedonies 
and sards. The pillars, which were of cedar, were 
hung with strings of yellow lynx-stones. In 
the flat oval shields there were carbuncles, both 
wine-coloured and coloured like grass. And yet 
I have told thee but a tithe of what was there. 
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* And when the Emperor had taken away his 
hands from before his face he said to me : *' This 
is my house of treasure, and half that is in it is 
thine, even as I promised to thee. And I will 
give thee camels and camel drivers, and they 
shall do thy bidding and take thy share of the 
treasure to whatever part of the world thou 
desirest to go. And the thing shall be done 
to-night, for I would not that the Sun, who is 
my father, should see that there is in my city a 
man whom I cannot slay.'' 

* But I answered him, " The gold that is here 
is thine, and the silver also is thine, and thine 
are the precious jewels and the things of price. 
As for me, I have no need of these. Nor shall 
I take aught from thee but that little ring that 
thou wearest on the finger of thy hand." 

*And the Emperor frowned. "It is but a 
ring of lead," he cried, "nor has it any value. 
Therefore take thy half of the treasure and go 
from my city." 

* " Nay," I answered, " but I will take nought 
but that leaden ring, for I know what is written 
within it, and for what purpose." 

' And the Emperor trembled, and besought me 
and said, " Take all the treasure and go from my 
city. The half that is mine shall be thine also." 
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' And I did a strange thing, but what I did 
matters not, for in a cave that is but a day's 
journey from this place have I hidden the Ring 
of Riches. It is but a day's journey from this 
place, and it waits for thy coming. He who 
has this Ring is richer than all the kings of the 
world. Come therefore and take it, and the 
world's riches shall be thine.' 

But the young Fisherman laughed. 'Love 
is better than Riches,' he cried, * and the little 
Mermaid loves me.' 

* Nay, but there is nothing better than Riches,' 
said the SouL 

* Love is better,' answered the young Fisher- 
man, and he plunged into the deep, and the Soul 
went weeping away over the marshes. 

And after the third year was over, the Sloul 
came down to the shore of the sea, and called 
to the young Fisherman, and he rose out of the 
deep and said, * Why dost thou call to me ? ' 

And the Soul answered, ' Come nearer, that 
I may speak with thee, for I have seen marvel- 
lous things.' 

So he came nearer, and couched in the shallow 
water, and leaned his head upon his hand and 
listened. 
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And the Soul said to him, ' In a city that I 
know of there is an inn that standeth by a river. 
I sat there with sailors who drank of two 
difierent-coloured wines, and ate bread made of 
barley, and little sa]t fish served in bay leaves 
with vinegar. And as we sat and made merry, 
there entered to us an old man bearing a leathern 
carpet and a lute that had two horns of amber. 
And when he had laid out the carpet on the 
floor, he struck with a quill on the wire strings 
of his lute, and a girl whose face was veiled ran 
in and began to dance before us. Her face was 
veiled with a veil of gauze, but her feet were 
naked. Naked were her feet, and they moved 
over the carpet like little white pigeons. Never 
have I seen anything so marvellous, and the 
city in which she dances is but a day s journey 
from this place.' 

Now when the young Fisherman heard the 
words of his Soul, he remembered that the little 
Mermaid had no feet and could not dance. And 
a great desire came over him, and he said to 
himself, ' It is but a day's journey, and I can 
return to my love,' and he laughed, and stood 
up in the shallow water, and strode towards the 
shore. 

And when he had reached the dry shore he 
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laughed again, and held out his arms to his SouL 
And his Soul gave a great cry of joy and ran to 
meet him, and entered into him, and the young 
Fisherman saw stretched before him upon the 
sand that shadow of the body that is the body 
of the SouL 

And his Soul said to him, ' Let us not tarry, 
but get hence at once, for the Sea-gods are 
jealous, and have monsters that do their bidding.' 

So they made haste, and all that night they 
journeyed beneath the moon, and all the next 
day they journeyed beneath the sun, and on the 
evening of the day they came to a city. 

And the young Fisherman said to his Soul, 
' Is this the city in which she dances of whom 
thou didst speak to me ? ' 

And his Soul answered him, ' It is not this 
city, but another. Nevertheless let us enter in.* 

So they entered in and passed through the 
streets, and as they passed through the Street 
of the Jewellers the young Fisherman saw a 
fair silver cup set forth in a booth. And his 
Soul said to him, 'Take that silver cup and 
hide it.' 

So he took the cup and hid it in the fold of his 
tunic, and they went hurriedly out of the city. 
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And after that they had gone a league from 
the city, the young Fisherman frowned, and 
flung the cup away, and said to his Soul, ' Why 
didst thou tell me to take this cup and hide it, 
for it was an evil thing to do ? ' 

But his Soul answered him, ' Be at peace, be 
at peace.' 

And on the evening of the second day they 
came to a city, and the young Fisherman said 
to his Soul, ' Is this the city in which she dances 
of whom thou didst speak to me ? ' 

And his Soul answered him, * It is not this 
city, but another. Nevertheless let us enter in.* 

So they entered in and passed through the 
streets, and as they passed through the Street 
of the Sellers of Sandals, the young Fisherman 
saw a child standing by a jar of water. And 
his Soul said to him, ' Smite that child.* So he 
smote the child till it wept, and when he had 
done this they went hurriedly out of the city. 

And after that they had gone a league from 
the city the young Fisherman grew wroth, and 
said to his Soul, 'Why didst thou tell me to 
smite the child, for it was an evil thing to do ? ' 

But his Soul answered him, ' Be at peace, be 
at peace/ 

And on the evening of the third day they 
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came to a city, and the young Fisherman said 
to his Soul, ' Is this the city in which she dances 
of whom thou didst speak to me ? ' 

And his Soul answered him, ' It may be that 
it is in this city, therefore let us enter in/ 

So they entered in and passed through the 
streets, but nowhere could the young Fisher- 
man find the river or the inn that stood by its 
side. And the people of the city looked curiously 
at him, and he grew afraid and said to his Soul, 
'Let us go hence, for she who dances with 
white feet is not here/ 

But his Soul answered, ' Nay, but let us tarry, 
for the night is dark and there will be robbers 
on the way. * 

So he sat him down in the market-place and 
rested, and after a time there went by a hooded 
merchant who had a cloak of cloth of Tartary, 
and bare a lantern of pierced horn at the end 
of a jointed reed. And the merchant said to 
him, *Why dost thou sit in the market-place, 
seeing that the booths are closed and the bales 
corded ? * 

And the young Fisherman answered him, ' I 
can find no inn in this city, nor have I any 
kinsman who might give me shelter/ 

' Are we not all kinsmen ? ' said the merchant 
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'And did not one God make us? Therefore 
come with me, for I have a guest-chamber.' 

So the young Fisherman rose up and followed 
the merchant to his house. And when he had 
passed through a garden of pomegranates and 
entered into the house, the merchant brought 
him rose-water in a copper dish that he might 
wash his hands, and ripe melons that he might 
quench his thirst, and set a bowl of rice and a 
piece of roasted kid before him. 

And after that he had finished, the merchant 
led him to the guest-chamber, and bade him 
sleep and be at rest And the young Fisherman 
gave him thanks, and kissed the ring that was 
on his hand, and flung himself down on the 
carpets of dyed goat's-hair. And when he had 
covered himself with a covering of black lamb's- 
wool he fell asleep. 

And three hours before dawn, and while it 
was still night, his Soul waked him and said 
to him, 'Rise up and go to the room of the 
merchant, even to the room in which he sleepeth, 
and slay him, and take from him his gold, for 
we have need of it' 

And the young Fisherman rose up and crept 
towards the room of the merchant, and over 
the feet of the merchant there was lying a 
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curved sword, and the tray by the side of the 
merchant held nine purses of gold. And he 
reached out his hand and touched the sword, 
and when he touched it the merchant started 
and awoke, and leaping up seized himself the 
sword and cried to the young Fisherman, * Dost 
thou return evil for good, and pay with the 
shedding of blood for the kindness that I have 
shown thee ? ' 

And his Soul said to the young Fisherman, 
* Strike him,* and he struck him so that he 
swooned, and he seized then the nine purses of 
gold, and fled hastily through the garden of 
pomegranates, and set his face to the star that 
is the star of morning. 

And when they had gone a league from the 
city, the young Fisherman beat his breast, and 
said to his Soul, ' Why didst thou bid me slay 
the merchant and take his gold ? Surely thou 
art eviL* 

But his Soul answered him, ' Be at peace, be 
at peace/ 

*Nay,* cried the young Fisherman, *I may 
not be at peace, for all that thou hast made me 
to do I hate. Thee also I hate, and I bid thee 
tell me wherefore thou hast wrought with me 
in this wise.' 
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And his Soul answered him, ' When thou 
didst send me forth into the world thou gavest 
me no heart, so I learned to do all these things 
and love them/ 

'What sayest thou?' murmured the young 
Fisherman. 

'Thou knowest,' answered his Soul, 'thou 
knowest it welL Hast thou forgotten that thou 
gavest me no heart? I trow not. And so 
trouble not thyself nor me, but be at peace, for 
there is no pain that thou shalt not give away, 
nor any pleasure that thou shalt not receive.' 

And when the young Fisherman heard these 
words he trembled and said to his SouU ' Nay, 
but thou art evil, and hast made me forget my 
love, and hast tempted me with temptations, 
and hast set my feet in the ways of sin.' 

And his Soul answered him, ' Thou hast not 
forgotten that when thou didst send me forth 
into the world thou gavest me no heart. Come, 
let us go to another dty, and make merry, for 
we have nine purses of gold.' 

But the young Fisherman took the nine 
purses of gold, and flung them down, and 
trampled on them. 

* Nay,' he cried, ' but I will have nought to 
do with thee, nor will I journey with thee any- 
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where, but even as I sent thee away before, so 
will I send thee away now, for thou hast wrought 
me no good. And he turned his back to the 
moon, and with the little knife that had the 
handle of green viper's skin he strove to cut 
from his feet that shadow of the body which is 
the body of the SouL 

Yet his Soul stirred not from him, nor paid 
heed to his command, but sdd to him, 'The 
spell that the Witch told thee avails thee no 
more, for I may not leave thee, nor mayest thou 
drive me forth. Once in his life may a man 
send his Soul away, but he who receiveth back 
his Soul must keep it with him for ever, and 
this is his punishment and his reward.' 

And the young Fisherman grew pale and 
clenched his hands and cried, ' She was a false 
Witch in that she told me not that' 

* Nay,' answered his Soul, * but she was true 
to Him she worships, and whose servant she 
will be ever.' 

And when the young Fisherman knew that 
he could no longer get rid of his Soul, and that 
it was an evil Soul and would abide with him 
always, he fell upon the ground weeping bitterly. 

And when it was day the young Fisherman 
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rose up and said to his Soul, ' I will bind my 
hands that I may not do thy bidding, and close 
my lips that I may not speak thy words, and I 
will return to the place where she whom I love 
has her dwelling. Even to the sea will I re- 
turn, and to the little bay where she is wont 
to sing, and I will call to her and tell her the 
evil I have done and the evil thou hast wrought 
on me.' 

And his Soul tempted him and said, * Who 
is thy love, that thou shouldst return to her? 
The world has many fairer than she is. There 
are the dancing-girls of Samaris who dance in 
the manner of all kinds of birds and beasts. 
Their feet are painted with henna, and in their 
hands they have little copper beUs. They laugh 
while they dance, and their laughter is as clear 
as the laughter of water. Come with me and 
I will show them to thee. For what is this 
trouble of thine about the things of sin ? Is 
that which is pleasant to eat not made for the 
eater ? Is there poison in that which is sweet 
to drink ? Trouble not thyself, but come with 
me to another city. There is a little city hard 
by in which there is a garden of tulip-trees. 
And there dwell in this comely garden white 
peacocks and peacocks that have blue breasts. 
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Their tails when they spread them to the sun 
are Uke disks of ivory and like gilt disks. And 
she who feeds them dances for their pleasure, 
and sometimes she dances on her hands and at 
other times she dances with her f^et. Her eyes 
are coloured with stibium, and^her nostrils are 
shaped like the wings of a ^^allow. From a 
hook in one of her nostrils hangs a flower that 
is carved out o£ a pearl. ,^he laughs while she 
dances, and the ^Iver rings that are about her 
ankles tinkle like ctells of silver. And so trouble 
not thyself any moi^e, but come with me to this 
city. 

But the young Fisherman answered not his 
Soul, but closed his lips Vith the seal of silence 
and with a tight cord bound his hands, and 
journeyed back to the place^om which he had 
come, even to the little bay where his love had 
been wont to sing. And ever did his Soul tempt 
him by the way, but he made it no answer, nor 
would he do any of the wickedness\hat it sought 
to make him to do, so great was the power of 
the love that was within him. 

And when he had reached the shore of the 

the seal of sikaoe fpom his lips; and -<;alled to 
the little Mermaid. But she came not to his 
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call, though he called to her all day long and 
besought her. 

And his Soul mocked him and said, ' Surely 
thou hast but little joy out of thy loice. Thou 
art as. one -wbo-iii tisie of. deactb^peufs-^ater 
into a broken. iresseL . Thou givest away what 
thou hast, and nought is given to thee in return. 
It were better for thee to come with me, for 
I4maw where the ¥aUey of Pleasure Ues»aod 
what things are^wrought there.' 

But the young Fisherman answered not his 
Soul, but in a cleft of the rock he built himself 
a house of wattles, and abode there for the space 
of a year. And every morning he called to the 
Mermaid, and every noon he called to her again, 
and at night-time he spake her name. Yet 
never did she rise out of the sea to meet him, 
nor in any place of the sea could he find her, 
though he sought for her in the caves and in 
the green water, in the pools of the tide and in 
the wells that are at the bottom of the deep. 

AjiA ever, did bia-Se^^'te»p^ iiHj[Mwit& ^vil, 
and wl)is{;»er of terrible thirjg»/" T^et did it not 
prevail agaiAst.Jiim^ ao j^eat was the power of 
his love. ,,,^ ' ""^"^^^ 

Ax^ afler the year w^^yer, the Soul thought 
f^thin himself, 'I have tempted my master 
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ith evil, and his love is stronger than I aim I 
tempt him now with good, and it m6y be 
thatl^ will come with me.' / 

So n^spake to the young Fisherman^nd said, 
* I have told thee of the joy of the /world, and 
thou hast turned a deaf ear to me/ Suffer me 
now to tell thee of the world's paiqi, and it may 
be that thou ^It hearken. For qf a truth pain 
is the Lord oiK this world, nor i^^ there any one 
who escapes from its net Th^e be some who 
lack raiment, and others who lack bread. There 
be widows who sit-in purpl^and widows who 
sit in rags. To and\fro oyjer the fens go the 
lepers, and they are crUel yb each other. The 
beggars go up and dowir fUn the highways, and 
their waUets are empty, \Through the streets 
of the cities walks Fan;iine, apd the Plague sits 
at their gates. Come, let us ^ forth and mend 
these things, and m^;ke them not'tp be. Where- 
fore shouldst tho^ tarry here callmg to thy love, 
seeing she copies not to thy call ?\ And what 
is love, that thou shouldst set this'^h store 
uponit?V ' /f^</ 

But the young Fisherman answered it nought, 

in jr n nf wm tht" i wr w r r r r(t fns^ love. And'every 

morning he called to the Mermaid, and every 

noon he called to her again, and at night-time 
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he spake her name. Yet never did she rise out 
of the sea to meet him, nor in any place of the 
sea could he find her, though he sought for her 
in the rivers of the sea, and in the valleys that 
are under the waves, in the sea that the night 
makes purple, and in the sea that the dawn 
leaves grey. 

And after the second year was over, the Soul 
said to the young Fisherman at night-tim^* and 
as he sat in the wattled house alone, 'Lol 
BQBuL hove tempted thee w i t h ot Ui .a fad I ha ve 
tempted thee with-gtw>d;t«d thy lote is stronger 
than I am. W here for e tr ill I tempt ihte ^no 
linger, but I pray thee to suffer me to enter 
thy heart, that I may be one with thee even as 
before.* 

* Surely thou may est enter,' said the young 
Fisherman, * for in the days when with no heart 
thou didst go through the world thou must 
have much suffered.' 

' Alas 1 ' cried his Soul, ' I can find no place 
of entrance, so compassed about with love is 
this heart of thine.' 

* Yet I would that I could help thee,' said the 
young FishermaBi — 

And as he spake there came a great cry of 
mourning from the sea, even the cry that men 
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hear when one of the Sea-folk is dead. And 
the young Fisherman leapt up, and left his 
wattled house, and ran down to the shore. And 
the black waves came hurrying to the shore, 
bearing with them a burden that was whiter 
than silver. White as the surf it was, and like 
a flower it tossed on the waves. And the surf 
took it from the waves, and the foam took it 
from the surf, and the shore received it, and 
lying at his feet the young Fisherman saw the 
body of the little Mermaid. Dead at his feet it 
was lying. 

Weeping as one smitten with pain he flung 
himself down beside it, acuLlifiJii6sed*4keTold 
ted^JJie-mottth^-and-to y e d ivlth ^tfaeityetiltnber 
ofLtbe. haig»- - He - fltmy- him a elf ^down beside it 
on the ssind, weeping A» oRe trembling with joy, 
and in his brown arms he held it to his breast. 

HnlJ wf^rft the lips^ yet hp kifiwiri ihomk - Salt 

was^be hfS^y of JJ»e baks^yefe he tasted tt with-*- 
a bitjter joy. He kissed the closed eyelids, and 
the wild spray that lay upon their cups was less 
salt than his tears. 

A^Qd.-ta.-tbe dead thi ng he made c<mfession. 

Into the, shells of its ears^ he poured theiiarsh 

wine of his tale. He put tba -little bands round 

his neck, and with his fingers he touched the 
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thin^reed^pfih^^th^ his 

joy»,ftnd. fcillr4>£ s trmge g ladness was his pain. 

The black sea came nearer, and the white 
foam moaned like a leper. With white claws 
of foam the sea grabbled at the shore. From 
the_j2aJace_of_thjB^ of 

ioumin g ag ain^-and- -far ettt upoa. JbbCL. s^ the 
»t TrjjQil&Jbtew hoar s ely upon thdcjlpi^s- 
lee away/ said his Soul, * for ever doth the 
sea coine nigher, and if thou tarriest it will slay 
thee. Fl^ away, for I am afraid, seeing that 
thy heart inclosed against me by reason of the 
greatness of thy love. Flee awicy to a place of 
safety. Surely ^ou wilt not send me without 
a heart into anothdr world ? ' 

But the young Fislierman listened not to his 
Soul, but called on the^Uttle Mermaid and said, 
* Love is better than wisdom, and more precious 
than riches, and fairer U^tn the feet of the 
daughters of men. The fire^^nnot destroy it, 
nor can the waters quench it "{ called on thee 
at dawn, and thou didst not come to my call. 
The moon heard thy name, yet hadst thou no 
heed of me. For evilly had I left thM, and to 
my own hurt had I wandered away. Yet ever 
did thy love abide with me, and ever was it 
strong, nor did aught prevail against it, though 
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I Imve looked upon evil and looked upon gopd. 
Ano^iiQw that thou art dead, surely I^;9rm die 
with the^H^so. ' 

And his S^ul besought hiQi to depart, but he 
would not, so ^Q^ wa$ ^ love. And the sea 
came nearer, and scHurht to cover him with its 
waves, and whftii he kh^ that the end was at 
hand he Ipsised with mad lips the cold lips of 
the Mermaid, and the heart that was within 
hi-ii^e. And « through the futoess of his 
love his heart did break, the Soul found an 
entrance and entered in, and was one with him 
even as before. And the sea covered the young 
Fisherman with its waves. 

And in the morning the Priest went forth to 
bless the sea, for it had been troubled. And 
with him went the monks and the musicians, 
and the candle-bearers, and the swingers of 
censers, and a great company. 

And when the Priest reached the shore he 
saw the young Fisherman lying drowned in the 
surf, and clasped in his arms was the body of 
the little Mermaid. And he drew back frown- 
ing, and having made the sign of the cross, he 
cried aloud and said, * I will not bless the sea 
nor anything that is in it. Accursed be the Sea- 
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folk, and accursed be all they who traffic with 
them. And as for him who for love's sake 
forsook God, and so lieth here with his leman 
sUin by God's jadgment, take up his body and 
the body of his leman, and bury them in the 
comer ci the Held of the FnUers, and set no 
mark abore them, nor sign of any kind, that 
none may know the place of their resting. For 
accursed were they in their lives, and accursed 
shall they be in their deaths also.' 

And the people did as he commanded them, 
and in the comer of the Held of the Fullers, 
where no sweet herbs grew, they dug a deep ^t, 
and lakl the dead things within it. 

And when the third Tear was over, and on a 
day that was a holy day, the Priest went up to 
the chapel, that he might show to the peofde 
the wounds of the Lord, and speak to them 
about the wrath of God. 

And when he had robed l*wit€i>lf with his 
robes, and entered in and bowed himsdf before 
the altar, he saw that the altar was coveied with 
strange flowers that never had been seen before. 
Strange were they to look at, and of curious 
beauty, and their beauty troubled him, and their 
odour was sweet in his nostrils. And he CA 
^ad, and nndfiriiwid not why he was ^ad. 
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And after that he had opened the tabernacle, 
and mcensed the monstrance that was in it, and 
shown the fair wafer to the people, and hid it 
again behind the veil of veils, he began to speak 
to the people, desiring to speak to them of the 
wrath of God. But the beauty of the white 
flowers troubled him, and their odour was sweet 
in his nostrils, and there came another word 
into his lips, and he spake not of the wrath of 
Gk>d, but of the God whose name is Love. And 
why he so spake, he knew not. 

And when he had finished his word the people 
wept, and the Priest went back to the sacristy, 
and his eyes were ftiU of tears. And the deacons 
came in and began to unrobe him, and took 
from him the alb and the girdle, the maniple 
and the stole. And he stood as one in a dream. 

And after that they had unrobed him, he 
looked at them and said, * What are the flowers 
that stand on the altar, and whence do they 
come ? * 

And they answered him, * What flowers they 
are we cannot tell, but they come from the 
comer of the Fullers' Field. And the Priest 
trembled, and returned to his own house and 
prayed. 

And in the morning, while it was still dawn, 
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he went forth with the monks and the musicians, 
and the candle-bearers and the swingers of 
censers, and a great company, and came to the 
shore of the sea, and blessed the sea, and all the 
wild things that are in it The Fauns also he 
blessed, and the little things that dance in the 
woodland, and the bright-eyed things that peer 
through the leaves. All the things in God's 
world he blessed, and the people were filled with 
joy and wonder. Yet never again in the comer 
of the Fullers' Field grew flowers of any kind, 
but the field remained barren even as before. 
Nor came the Sea-folk into the bay as they had 
been wont to do, for they went to another part 
of the sea. 
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THE STAR-CHILD 

ONCE upon a time two poor Wood- 
cutters were making their way home 
through a great pine-forest It was 
winter, and a night of bitter cold. The snow- 
lay thick upon the ground, and upon the branches 
of the trees : the frost kept snapping the little 
twigs on either side of them, as they passed : 
and when they came to the Mountain -Torrent 
she was hanging motionless in air, for the Ice- 
King had kissed her. 

So cold was it that even the animals and the 
birds did not know what to make of it 

* Ugh ! * snarled the Wolf, as he limped through 
the brushwood with his tail between his legs, 
*this is perfectly monstrous weather. Why 
doesn't the Government look to it ? ' 

*Weet! weetl weet!' twittered the green 
Linnets, ^ the old Earth is dead, and they have 
laid her out in her white shroud.' 

* The Earth is going to be married, and this 
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b her bridal dress/ whispered the Turtle-doves 
to each other. Their little pink feet were quite 
frost-bitten, but they felt that it was their duty 
to take a romantic view of the situation. 

* Nonsense ! ' growled the Wolf. * I tell you 
that it is all the fault of the Government, and 
if you don*t believe me I shall eat you.' The 
Wolf had a thoroughly practical mind, and was 
never at a loss for a good argument. 

*Well, for my own part/ said the Wood- 
pecker, who was a bom philosopher, 'I don't 
care an atomic theory for explanations. If a 
thing is so, it is so, and at present it is terribly 
cold.' 

Terribly cold it certainly was. The little 
Squirrels, who lived inside the tall fir-tree, kept 
rubbing each other's noses to keep themselves 
warm, and the Rabbits curled themselves up in 
their holes, and did not venture even to look 
out of doors. The only people who seemed to 
enjoy it were the great homed Owls. Their 
feathers were quite stiff with rime, but they did 
not mind, and they rolled their large yellow 
eyes, and called out to each other across the 
forest, * Tu-whit! Tu-whoo I Tu-whit! Tu- 
whoo ! what delightful weather we are having 1 * 

On and on went the two Woodcutters, blow- 
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ing Iiistilj upon their fingers, and stamping with 
their huge inm-siiod boots upon the caked snow. 
Once they sank into a deep drift, and came out 
as white as millers are, when the stones are 
grinding; and <mce thej slipped <m the hard 
smooth ioe where the marsh-water was fitxzen, 
and their fii^[ots fell out of their bundles, and 
they had to pick Uiem up and bind them together 
agidn; and once they thought that they had 
lost their way, and a great terror seized on them, 
fcMT they knew that the Snow is cruel to those 
who skqp in her arms. But they put their trust 
in the good Saint 3Iartin, who watches over all 
travellers, and retraced their steps, and went 
warily, and at last they reached the outskirts 
of the forest, and saw, far down in the valley 
beneath them, the lights of the viUage in whidi 
they dwelt. 

So oveijoyed were they at their deliverance 
that they laughed aloud, and the Elarth seemed 
to them like a flower of silver, and the Mocm 
like a flower of gold. 

Tet, after that they had laughed they became 
sad, fen" they remembered their poverty, and <Mie 
of them said to the other, ' Why did we make 
merry, seeing that life is for the rich, and not 
for aucfa aa we are ? Better that we had died 
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of cold in the forest, or that some wild beast 
had fallen upon us and slain us.' 

^ Truly/ answered his companion, *much is 
given to some, and little is given to others* 
Injustice has parcelled out the world, nor is 
there equal division of aught save of sorrow.' 

But as they were bewailing their misery to 
each other this strange thing happened. There 
fell from heaven a very bright and beautiful 
star. It slipped down the side of the sky, pass- 
ing by the other stars in its course, and, as they 
watched it wondering, it seemed to them to 
sink behind a clump of willow-trees that stood 
hard by a little sheepfold no more than a stone's- 
throw away. 

* Why ! there is a crock of gold for whoever 
finds it,' they cried, and they set to and ran, so 
eager were they for the gold. 

And one of them ran faster than his mate, 
and outstripped him, and forced his way through 
the willows, and came out on the other side, 
and lo ! there was indeed a thing of gold lying 
on the white snow. So he hastened towards it, 
and stooping down placed his hands upon it, 
and it was a cloak of golden tissue, curiously 
wrought with stars, and wrapped in many folds. 
And he cried out to his comrade that he had 
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found the treasure that had fallen from the sky» 
and when his comrade had come up, they sat 
them down in the snow, and loosened the folds 
of the cloak that they might divide the pieces 
of gold. But, alas ! no gold was in it, nor silver, 
nor, indeed, treasure of any kind, but only a 
little child who was asleep. 

And one of them said to the other : * This is 
a bitter ending to our hope, nor have we any 
good fortune, for what doth a child profit to a 
man? Let us leave it here, and go our way, 
seeing that we are poor men, and have children 
of our own whose bread we may not give to 
another.* 

But his companion answered him : * Nay, but 
it were an evil thing to leave the child to perish 
here in the snow, and though I am as poor as 
thou art, and have many mouths to feed, and 
but little in the pot, yet will I bring it home 
with me, and my wife shall have care of it.' 

So very tenderly he took up the child, and 
wrapped the cloak around it to shield it from 
the harsh cold, and made his way down the hill 
to the village, his comrade marvelling much at 
his foolishness and softness of heart. 

And when they came to the village, his 
comrade said to him, 'Thou hast the child, 
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therefore give me the cloak, for it is meet that 
we should share/ 

But he answered him: *Nay, for the cloak 
is neither mine nor thine, but tiie child's only/ 
and he bade him Godspeed, and went to his 
own house and knocked. 

And when his wife opened the door and saw 
that her husband had returned safe to her, she 
put her arms round his neck and kissed him, 
and took from his back the bundle of faggots, 
and brushed the snow off his boots, and bade 
him come in. 

But he said to her, * I have found something 
in the forest, and I have brought it to thee to 
have care of it,' and he stirred not from the 
threshold. 

* What is it ? ' she cried. * Show it to me, for 
the house is bare, and we have need of many 
things.' And he drew the cloak back, and 
showed her the sleeping child. 

' Alack, goodman I ' she murmured, * have we 
not children of our own, that thou must needs 
bring a changeling to sit by the hearth ? And 
who knows if it will not bring us bad fortune ? 
And how shall we tend it?' And she was 
wroth against him. 

' Nay, but it is a Star-Child,' he answered ; 
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and he told her the strange manner of the find- 
ing of it. 

But she would not be appeased, but mocked 
at him, and spoke angrily, and cried: 'Our 
children lack bread, and shall we feed the child 
of another ? Who is there who careth for us ? 
And who giveth us food ? ' 

* Nay, but God careth for the sparrows even, 
and feedeth them,' he answered. 

*Do not the sparrows die of hunger in the 
winter ? ' she asked. * And is it not winter now ? ' 
And the man answered nothing, but stirred not 
from the threshold. 

And a bitter wind from the forest came in 
through the open door, and made her tremble, 
and she shivered, and said to him : * Wilt thou 
not close the door? There cometh a bitter 
wind into the house, and I am cold.' 

* Into a house where a heart is hard cometh 
there not always a bitter wind ? ' he asked. And 
the woman answered him nothing, but crept 
closer to the fire. 

And after a time she turned round and looked 
at him, and her eyes were full of tears. And 
he came in swiftly, and placed the child in her 
arms, and she kissed it, and laid it in a little bed 
where the youngest of their own children was 
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lying. And on the morrow the Woodcutter 
took the curious cloak of gold and placed it in 
a great chest, and a chain of amber that was 
round the child's neck his wife took and set it 
in the chest also. 

So the Star-Child was brought up with the 
children of the Woodcutter, and sat at the same 
board with them, and was their playmate. And 
every year he became more beautiful to look at, 
so that all those who dwelt in the village were 
filled with wonder, for, while they were swarthy 
and black-haired, he was white and delicate as 
sawn ivory, and his curls were like the rings of 
the dafibdiL His lips, also, were like the petals 
of a red flower, and his eyes were like violets 
by a river of pure water, and his body like the 
narcissus of a field where the mower comes not 

Yet did his beauty work him evil For he 
grew proud, and cruel, and selfish. The children 
of the Woodcutter, and the other children of 
the village, he despised, saymg that they were 
of mean parentage, while he was noble, being 
sprung from a Star, and he made himself master 
over them, and called them his servants. No 
pity had he for the poor, or for those who were 
blind or maimed or in any way afflicted, but 
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would cast stones at them and drive them forth 
on to the highway, and bid them beg their bread 
elsewhere, so that none save the outlaws came 
twice to that village to ask for alms. Indeed, 
he was as one enamoured of beauty, and would 
mock at the weakly and ill-favoured, and make 
jest of them; and himself he loved, and in 
summer, when the winds were still, he would 
lie by the well in the priest's orchard and look 
down at the marvel of his own face, and laugh 
for the pleasure he had in his fairness. 

Often did the Woodcutter and his wife chide 
him, and say : * We did not deal with thee as 
thou dealest with those who are left desolate, 
and have none to succour them. Wherefore 
art thou so cruel to all who need pity ? * 

Often did the old priest send for him, and 
seek to teach him the love of living things, 
saying to him : * The fly is thy brother. Do it 
no harm. The wild birds that roam through 
the forest have their freedom. Snare them not 
for thy pleasure. God made the blind-worm 
and the mole, and each has its place. Who art 
thou to bring pain into God's world ? Even the 
cattle of the field praise Him.' 

But the Star-Child heeded not their words, 
but would frown and flout, and go back to his 
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companions, and lead them. And his com- 
panions followed him, for he was fair, and fleet 
of foot, and could dance, and pipe, and make 
music. And wherever the Star-Child led them 
they followed, and whatever the Star-Child 
bade them do, that did they. And when he 
pierced with a sharp reed the dim eyes of the 
mole, they laughed, and when he cast stones at 
the leper they laughed also. And in all things 
he ruled them, and they became hard of heart, 
even as he was. 

Now there passed one day through the collage 
a poor beggar-woman. Her garments were torn 
and ragged, and her feet were bleeding from the 
rough road on which she had travelled, and she 
was in very evil plight And being weary she 
sat her down under a chestnut-tree to rest 

But when the Star-Child saw her, he said 
to his companions, * See ! There sitteth a foul 
beggar-woman under that fair and green-leaved 
tree. Come, let us drive her hence, for she is 
ugly and ill-favoured.' 

So he came near and threw stones at her, and 

mocked her, and she looked at him with terror 

in her eyes, nor did she move her gaze from him. 

And when the Woodcutter, who was cleaving 
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logi in m baggnd faaid by, saw what liie Star- 
ChDd was doing, he can op and rooked him, 
and sud to hmi : * Sorely thoo art hard of heart 
and knowest not mer^, for what evil has tlus 
poor woman done to Ihee that tfaoa shouldst 
treat her in this wise?' 

And tiie Star-Child grew red with anger, and 
stamped his foot i^Km the gnmnd, and said, 
' Who art thoa to question me what I do ? I 
am no son of thine to do thy bidding.* 

* Thou qpeakest truly/ answered the Wood- 
cutter, * yet did I diow Ihee fnty when I found 
thee in the forest' 

And when the woman heard these words she 
gave a loud cry, and fell into a swoon. And 
the Woodcutter carried her to his own house, 
and his wife had care of her, and when she rose 
1^ from the swoon into which she had fallen, 
they set meat and drink before her, and bade 
her have comfort. 

But she would neither eat nor drink, but said 
to the Woodcutter, 'Didst thou not say that 
the child was found in the forest ? And was it 
not ten years from this day?' 

And the Woodcutter answered, ' Yea, it was 
in the forest that I found him, and it is ten 
years from this day/ 

148 



A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 

' And what signs didst thou find with him T ' 
she cried. * Bare he not upon his neck a chain 
of amber ? Was not round him a cloak of gold 
tissue broidered with stars ? * 

'Truly/ answered the Woodcutter, *it was 
even as thou sayest' And he took the cloak 
and the amber chain from the chest where they 
lay, and showed them to her. 

And when she saw them she wept for joy, 
and said, ' He is my little son whom I lost in 
the forest. I pray thee send for him quickly, 
for in search of him have I wandered over the 
whole world.' 

So the Woodcutter and his wife went out 
and called to the Star-Child, and said to him, 
' Go into the house, and there shalt thou find 
thy mother, who is waiting for thee.* 

So he ran in, filled with wonder and great 
gladness. But when he saw her who was wait- 
ing there, he laughed scornfully and said, ' Why, 
where is my mother ? For I see none here but 
this vile beggar-woman.' 

And the woman answered him, 'I am thy 
mother.' 

* Thou art mad to say so,' cried the Star-Child 
angrily. ' I am no son of thine, for thou art a 
beggar, and ugly, and in rags. Therefore get 
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tkee fcrwrr aad let ^k sbc Itlitr ftvl 



'l hDenHie 



ficD OB kor ksKcs. ad held otf kor nms to 
'Tkeiohhosstek tiboe Craoi meLaDd kfltliee 
to dkv' die M aiLLBjme dL 'bat I ircqgmsed thee 
mhtm I sxv tiytf. and tihe fi^ns ako kame I 
irru g Mir dL the ckak of golden tissoe and the 
azEberdhoaa. T Leie&ji e I pnr thee come with 
me, far opcr tiie vkole wodd hare I wandered 
in seardb of tkee. Come with me, my son, for 
I hane need of Ihr Iotcl* 

Bat tihe StarXldld stirred not from his place, 
bat shot the doois of his heart against her, nor 
was there anr socnd heard sare the sound of 
the woman weeping for paiiL 

And at last he spdke to her, and his Toice 
was hard and bitter. ' If in rery tmth thoo art 
mj mother,' he said, 'it had been better hadst 
thoo stajed away, and not ecmie here to 
bring me to shame, seeing that I thought I 
was the child of some Star, and not a beggar's 
child, as thoo tellest me that I am. There- 
fore get thee hence, and let me see thee no 



'Alasl my son,' she cried, ' wih thoo not kiss 
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me before I go ? For I have suffered much to 
find thee/ 

' Nay/ said the Star-Child, * but thou art too 
foul to look at, and rather would I kiss the 
adder or the toad than thee/ 

So the woman rose up, and went away into 
the forest weeping bitterly, and when the Star- 
Child saw that she had gone, he was glad, and 
ran back to his playmates that he might play 
with them. 

But when they beheld him coming, they 
mocked him and said, ' Why, thou art as foul 
as the toad, and as loathsome as the adder. Get 
thee hence, for we will not suffer thee to play 
with us,' and they drave him out of the 
garden. 

And the Star-Child frowned and said to him- 
self, * What is this that they say to me ? I will 
go to the well of water and look into it, and it 
shall tell me of my beauty/ 

So he went to the well of water and looked 
into it, and lo I his face was as the face of a toad, 
and his body was scaled like an adder. And 
he flung himself down on the grass and wept, 
and said to himself, * Surely this has come upon 
me by reason of my sin. For I have denied my 
mother, and driven her away, and been proud, 
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and cruel to her. Wherefore I will go and seek 
her through the whole world, nor will I rest till 
I have found her/ 

And there came to him the little daughter of 
the Woodcutter, and she put her hand upon his 
shoulder and said, * What doth it matter if thou 
hast lost thy comeliness ? Stay with us, and I 
will not mock at thee.' 

And he said to her, 'Nay, but I have been 
cruel to my mother, and as a punishment has 
this evil been sent to me. Wherefore I must 
go hence, and wander through the world till I 
find her, and she give me her forgiveness.* 

So he ran away into the forest and called out 
to his mother to come to him, but there was no 
answer. All day long he called to her, and 
when the sun set he lay down to sleep on a bed 
of leaves, and the birds and the animals fled 
fix)m him, for they remembered his cruelty, and 
he was alone save for the toad that watched 
him, and the slow adder that crawled past 

And in the morning he rose up, and plucked 
some bitter berries from the trees and ate them, 
and took his way through the great wood, weep- 
ing sorely. And of everything that he met he 
made inquiry if perchance they had seen his 
mother* 

147 



A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 

He said to the Mole, * Thou canst go beneath 
the earth. Tell me, is my mother there ? ' 

And the Mole answered, ' Thou hast blinded 
mine eyes. How should 1 know ? * 

He said to the Linnet, * Thou canst fly over 
the tops of the tall trees, and canst see the whole 
world. Tell me, canst thou see my mother ? ' 

And the Linnet answered, *Thou hast dipt 
my wings for thy pleasure. How should I fly ? ' 

And to the little Squirrel who lived in the 
fir-tree, and was lonely, he said, * Where is my 
mother ? * 

And the Squirrel answered, * Thou hast slain 
mine. Dost thou seek to slay thine also ? ' 

And the Star-Child wept and bowed his head, 
and prayed forgiveness of God's things, and 
went on through the forest, seeking for the 
beggar-woman. And on the third day he came 
to the other side of the forest and went down 
into the plain. 

And when he passed through the villages the 
children mocked him, and threw stones at him, 
and the carlots would not sufier him even to 
sleep in the byres lest he might bring mildew 
on the stored com, so foul was he to look at, 
and their hired men drave him away, and there 
was none who had pity on him. Nor could he 
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hear anywfaane of the b^gar-woman who was 
his mother, though for the space of three years 
he wandered over the world, and often seaoied 
to see her on the road m front of hun, and 
would call to her, and run after her till the sharp 
flints made his feet to bleed. But overtake her 
he could not, and those who dwelt by the way 
did ever deny that they had seen her, or any 
like to her, and they made sport of his sorrow. 

For the space of three years he wandered over 
the world, and in the world there was neither 
love nor loving-kindness nor charity for him, 
but it was even such a world as he had made 
for himself in the days of his great pride. 

And one evening he came to the gate of a 
strong-walled city that stood by a river, and, 
weary and footsore though he was, he made to 
enter in. But the soldiers who stood on guard 
dropped their halberts across the entrance, and 
said roughly to him, * What is thy business in 
the city ? ' 

' I am seddng for my mother,' he answered, 
' and I pray ye to suffer me to pass, for it may 
be that she is in this city.' 

But they mocked at him, and one of them 
wagged a black beard, and set down his shield 
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and cried, * Of a truth, thy mother will not be 
merry when she sees thee, for thou art more 
ill-favoured than the toad of the marsh, or the 
adder that crawls in the fen. Grct thee gone. 
Get thee gone. Thy mother dwells not in this 
city/ 

And another, who held a yellow banner in his 
hand, said to him, ' Who is thy mother, and 
wherefore art thou seeking for her ? * 

And he answered, * My mother is a beggar 
even as I am, and I have treated her evilly, and 
I pray ye to suffer me to pass that she may give 
me her forgiveness, if it be that she tarrieth in 
this city.' But they would not, and pricked 
him with their spears. 

And, as he turned away weeping, one whose 
armour was inlaid with gilt flowers, and on 
whose helmet couched a lion that had wings, 
came up and made inquiry of the soldiers who 
it was who had sought entrance. And they 
said to him, ' It is a beggar and the child of a 
beggar, and we have driven him away.* 

* Nay,* he cried, laughing, * but we will sell the 
foul thing for a slave, and his price shall be the 
price of a bowl of sweet wine.' 

And an old and evil-visaged man who was 
passing by called out, and said, ^ will buy 
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for that price/ and, when he had paid the prioe> 
he took the Star-Child by the hand and led him 
into the city. 

And after that they had gone through many 
streets they came to a little door that was set 
in a wall that was covered with a pomegranate 
tree. And the old man touched the door with 
a ring of graved jasper and it opened, and they 
went down five steps of brass into a garden 
filled with black poppies and green jars of burnt 
clay. And the old man took then from his 
turban a scarf of figured silk, and bound with it 
the eyes of the Star-Child, and drave him in front 
of him. And when the scarf was taken off his 
eyes, the Star-Child found himself in a dungeon, 
that was lit by a lantern of horn. 

And the old man set before him some mouldy 
bread on a trencher and said, ' Eat,' and some 
brackish water in a cup and said, * Drink,' and 
when he had eaten and drunk, the old man 
went out, locking the door behind him and 
fastening it with an iron chain. 

And on the morrow the old man, who was 
indeed the subtlest of the magicians of Libya 
and had learned his art from one who dwelt 
in the tombs of the Nile, came in to him and 
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frowned at him, and said, 'In a wood that is 
nigh to the gate of this city of Giaours there are 
three pieces of gold. One is of white gold, and 
another is of yellow gold, and the gold of the 
third one is red. To-day thou shalt bring me 
the piece of white gold, and if thou bringest it 
not back, I will beat thee with a hundred stripes. 
Get thee away quickly, and at sunset I will be 
waiting for thee at the door of the garden. See 
that thou bringest the white gold, or it shall go 
ill with thee, for thou art my slave, and I have 
bought thee for the price of a bowl of sweet 
wine.* And he bound the eyes of the Star- 
Child with the scarf of figured silk, and led him 
through the house, and through the garden of 
poppies, and up the five steps of brass. And 
having opened the little door with his ring he 
set him in the street. 

And the Star-Child went out of the gate of 
the city, and came to the* wood of which the 
Magician had spoken to him. 

Now this wood was very fair to look at fix)m 
without, and seemed full of singing birds and of 
sweet-scented flowers, and the Star-Child entered 
it gladly. Yet did its beauty profit him little, 
for wherever he went harsh briars and thorns 
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shot up from the ground and encompassed him, 
and evil nettles stung him, and the thistle pierced 
him with her daggers, so that he was in sore 
distress. Nor could he anywhere find the piece 
of white gold of which the Magician had spoken, 
though he sought for it from mom to noon, and 
from noon to sunset And at sunset he set his 
face towards home, weeping bitterly, for he 
knew what fate was in store for him. 

But when he had reached the outskirts of the 
wood, he heard from a thicket a cry as of some 
one in pain. And forgetting his own sorrow he 
ran back to the place, and saw there a little Hare 
caught in a trap that some hunter had set for it 

And the Star-Child had pity on it, and released 
it, and said to it, ' I am myself but a slave, yet 
may I give thee thy freedom.* 

And the Hare answered him, and said: 
* Surely thou hast given me fr'eedom, and what 
shall I give thee in return ? ' 

And the Star-Child said to it, ' I am seeking 
for a piece of white gold, nor can I anywhere 
find it, and if I bring it not to my master he will 
beat me.' 

' Come thou with me,' said the Hare, * and I 
will lead thee to it, for I know where it is 
hidden, and for what purpose.' 
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So the Star-Child went with the Hare, and 
lo ! in the cleft of a great oak-tree he saw the 
piece of white gold that he was seeking. And 
he was filled with joy, and seized it, and said to 
the Hare, ' The service that I did to thee thou 
hast rendered back again many times over, and 
the kindness that I showed thee thou hast 
repaid a hundred-fold.' 

' Nay,' answered the Hare, * but as thou dealt 
with me, so I did deal with thee,' and it ran 
away swiftly, and the Star-Child went towards 
the city. 

Now at the gate of the city there was seated 
one who was a leper. Over his face hung a cowl 
of grey linen, and through the eyelets his eyes 
gleamed like red coals. And when he saw the 
Star-Child coming, he struck upon a wooden 
bowl, and clattered his bell, and called out to 
him, and said, ' Give me a piece of money, or I 
must die of hunger. For they have thrust me 
out of the city, and there is no one who has 
pity on me.' 

* Alas I ' cried the Star-Child, * I have but one 
piece of money in my wallet, and if I bring it 
not to my master he will beat me, for I am his 
slave.' 

But the leper entreated him, and prayed of 
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him, till the Star-Child had pity, and gave him 
the piece of white gold. 

And when he came to the Ma^cian's house, 
the Magician opened to him, and brought him 
in, and sud to him, 'Hast thou the piece of 
white gold ? ' And the Star-Child answered, ' I 
have it not' So the Magician fell upon him, 
and beat him, and set before him an empty 
trencher, and said, 'Eat,' and an empty cup, 
and said, ' Drink,' and flung him again into the 
dungeon. 

And on the morrow the Magician came to 
him, and said, ' If to-day thou bringest me not 
the piece of yellow gold, I will surely keep thee 
as my slave, and give thee three hundred 
stripes.' 

So the Star-Child went to the wood, and all 
day long he searched for the piece of yellow 
gold, but nowhere could he find it. And at 
sunset he sat him down and began to weep, and 
as he was weeping there came to him the little 
Hare that he had rescued from the trap. 

And the Hare said to him, 'Why art thou 
weeping? And what dost thou seek in the 
wood ? ' 

And the Star-Child answered, ' I am seeking 
for a piece of yellow gold that is hidden here, 
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and if I find it not my master will beat me, and 
keep me as a slave/ 

* Follow me/ cried the Hare, and it ran 
through the wood till it came to a pool of water. 
And at the bottom of the pool the piece of 
yellow gold was lying. 

'How shall I thank thee?' said the Star- 
Child, * for lo ! this is the second time that you 
have succoured me.' 

* Nay, but thou hadst pity on me first,' said 
the Hare, and it ran away swiftly. 

And the Star-Child took the piece of yellow 
gold, and put it in his wallet, and hurried to 
the city. But the leper saw him coming, and 
ran to meet him, and knelt down and cried, 
'Give me a piece of money or I shall die of 
hunger.' 

And the Star-Child said to him, * I have in 
my wallet but one piece of yellow gold, and if I 
bring it not to my master he will beat me and 
keep me as his slave.' 

But the leper entreated him sore, so that the 
Star-Child had pity on him, and gave him the 
piece of yellow gold. 

And when he came to the Magician's house, 
the Magician opened to him, and brought him 
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in, and said to him, 'Hast thou the piece of 
yellow gold ? ' And the Star- Child said to him, 
' I have it not.' So the Magician fell upon him, 
and beat him, and loaded him with chains, and 
cast him again into the dungeon. 

And on the morrow the Magician came to him, 
and said, * If to-day thou bringest me the piece 
of red gold I will set thee free, but if thou 
bringest it not I will surely slay thee.* 

So the Star-Child went to the wood, and all 
day long he searched for the piece of red gold, 
but nowhere could he find it. And at evening 
he sat him down, and wept, and as he was 
weeping there came to him the little Hare. 

And the Hare said to him, ' The piece of red 
gold that thou seekest is in the cavern that is 
behind thee. Therefore weep no more but be 
glad.' 

*How shall I reward thee,* cried the Star- 
Child, ' for lo ! this is the third time thou hast 
succoured me.' 

' Nay, but thou hadst pity on me first,' said 
the Hare, and it ran away swiftly. 

And the Star-Child entered the cavern, and 
in its farthest comer he found the piece of red 
gold. So he put it in his wallet, and hurried to 
the city. And the leper seeing him coming, 

157 



A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 

stood in the centre of the road, and cried out, 
and said to him, ^Give me the piece of red 
money, or I must die/ and the Star-Child had 
pity on him again, and gave him the piece of 
red gold, saying, ^Thy need is greater than 
mine/ Yet was his heart heavy, for he knew 
what evil fate awaited him. 

But lo ! as he passed through the gate of the 
city, the guards bowed down and made obeisance 
to him, saying, ^How beautiful is our lordl' 
and a crowd of citizens followed him, and cried 
out, * Surely there is none so beautiful in the 
whole world ! ' so that the Star-Child wept, and 
said to himself, ^They are mocking me, and 
making light of my misery/ And so large was 
the concourse of the people, that he lost the 
threads of his way, and found himself at last in 
a great square, in which there was a palace of 
a King. 

And the gate of the palace opened, and the 
priests and the high officers of the city ran forth 
to meet him, and they abased themselves before 
him, and said, * Thou art our lord for whom we 
have been waiting, and the son of our King. ' 

And the Star-Child answered them and said, 
* I am no king's son, but the child of a poor 
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beggar-woman. And how say ye that I am 
beautiful, for I know that I am evil to look 
at?* 

Then he, whose armour was inlaid with gilt 
flowers, and on whose helmet couched a lion 
that had wings, held up a shield, and cried, 
' How saith my lord that he is not beautiful ? * 

And the Star-Child looked, and lo 1 his face 
was even as it had been, and his comeliness had 
come back to him, and he saw that in his eyes 
which he had not seen there before. 

And the priests and the high officers knelt 
down and said to him, 'It was prophesied of 
old that on this day should come he who was 
to rule over us. Therefore, let our lord take 
this crown and this sceptre, and be in his justice 
and mercy our King over us.' 

But he said to them, ' I am not worthy, for 
I have denied the mother who bare me, nor 
may I rest till I have found her, and known her 
forgiveness. Therefore, let me go, for I must 
wander again over the world, and may not tarry 
here, though ye bring me the crown and the 
sceptre.' And as he spake he turned his fietce 
from them towards the street that led to the 
gate of the city, and lo 1 amongst the crowd 
that pressed round the soldiers, he saw the 

159 



A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES 

beggar-woman who was his mother, and at her 
side stood the leper, who had sat by the road. 

And a cry of joy broke from his lips, and 
he ran over, and kneeling down he kissed the 
wounds on his mother's feet, and wet them with 
his tears. He bowed his head in the dust, and 
sobbing, as one whose heart might break, he 
said to her : * Mother, I denied thee in the hour 
of my pride. Accept me in the hour of my 
humility. Mother, I gave thee hatred. Do 
thou give me love. Mother, I rejected thee. 
Receive thy child now/ But the beggar-woman 
answered him not a word. 

And he reached out his hands, and clasped 
the white feet of the leper, and said to him: 

* Thrice did I give thee of my mercy. Bid 
my mother speak to me once.' But the leper 
answered him not a word. 

And he sobbed again, and said: * Mother, 
my suffering is greater than I can bear. Give 
me thy forgiveness, and let me go back to the 
forest.' And the beggar-woman put her hand 
on his head, and said to him, 'Rise,' and the 
leper put his hand on his head, and said to him 

* Rise,' also. 

And he rose up from his feet, and looked at 
them, and lo 1 they were a King and a Queen. 
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And the Queoi said to him, 'This is thy 
father whom thou hast succoured.* 

And the King said, *This is thy mother 
whose feet thou hast washed with thy tears.' 

And they fell on his neck and kissed him, and 
brought him into the palace, and clothed him 
in fair raiment, and set the crown upon his head, 
and the sceptre in his hand, and over the city 
that stood by the river he ruled, and was its 
lord. Much justice and mercy did he show to 
all, and the evil Magician he banished, and to 
the Woodcutter and his wife he sent many rich 
gifts, and to their children he gave high honour. 
Nor would he suffer any to be cruel to bird or 
beast, but taught love and loving-kindness and 
charity, and to the poor he gave bread, and to 
the naked he gave raiment, and there was peace 
and plenty in the land. 

Yet ruled he not long, so great had been his 
suffering, and so bitter the fire of his testing, 
for after the space of three years he died. And 
he who came after him ruled evilly. 
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THE HAPPY PRINCE 

HIGH above the city, on a tall columD, 
stood the statue of the Happy Prince. 
He was gilded all over with thin 
leaves of fine gold, for eyes he had two bright 
sapphires, and a large red ruby glowed on his 
sword-hilt. 

He was very much admired indeed. 'He 
is as beautiful as a weathercock/ remarked one 
of the Town Councillors who wished to gain a 
reputation for having artistic tastes ; * only not 
quite so useful/ he added, fearing lest people 
diould think him unpractical, which he really 
was not. 

* Why can't you be like the Happy Prince f ' 
asked a sensible mother of her little boy who 
was crying for the moon. ' The Happy Prince 
never dreams of crying for anything.' 

* I am glad there is some one in the world 
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who is quite happy/ muttered a disappointed 
man as he gazed at the wonderful statue. 

* He looks just like an angel/ said the Charity 
Children as they came out of the cathedral in 
their bright scarlet cloaks and their clean white 
pinafores. 

* How do you know ? ' said the Mathematical 
Master, * you have never seen one/ 

* Ah I but we have, in our dreams/ answered 
the children ; and the Mathematical Master 
frowned and looked very severe, for he did not 
approve of children dreaming. 

One night there flew over the city a little 
Swallow. His friends had gone away to Egypt 
six weeks before, but he had stayed behind, for 
he was in love with the most beautiful Reed. 
He had met her early in the spring as he was 
flying down the river after a big yellow moth, 
and had been so attracted by her slender waist 
that he had stopped to talk to her. 

* Shall I love you ? ' said the Swallow, who 
liked to come to the point at once, and the 
Reed made him a low bow. So he flew round 
and round her, touching the water with his 
wings, and making silver ripples. This was 
his courtship, and it lasted all through the 
summer. 
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' It is a ridiculous attachment,' lwlttjd*ed the 
other Swallows ; ' she has no money, aAd f&r top 
miany relations ' ; and indeed the river was <J[itU:e 
full of Reeds. Then, when the autumn came, 
they all flew away. 

After they had gone he felt lonely, and 
began to tire of his lady-love. ' She has no con- 
versation,' he said, 'and I am afraid that she 
is a coquette, for she is always flirting with the 
wind/ And certainly, whenever the wind 
blew, the Reed made the most graceful curt- 
seys. ' I admit that she is domestic,' he con- 
tinued, 'but I love travelling, and my wife, 
consequently, should love travelling also/ 

* Will you come away with me ? ' he said 
finally to her ; but the Reed shook her head, 
she was so attached to her home. 

* You have been trifling with me,* he cried. 
* I am ofi^ to the Pyramids. Good-bye 1 ' and 
he flew away. 

All day long he flew, and at night-time he 
arrived at the city. * Where shall I put up ? * 
he said; 'I hope the town has made pre- 
parations.' 

Then he saw the statue on the tall coluom. 

* I will put up there/ he cried ; ' it is a fine 
position with plenty of fresh air/ So he 
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alightfad ju^ between the feet of the Happy 
Prt^^^e,*- 
.^ '•:\*^r have a golden bedroom/ he said softly to 
« /\ : '^iumself as he looked round, and he prepared to 
go to sleep ; but just as he was putting his head 
under his wing a large drop of water fell on 
him, * What a curious thing 1 ' he cried ; * there 
is not a single cloud in the sky, the stars are 
quite clear and bright, and yet it is raining. 
The climate in the north of Europe is really 
dreadfiiL The Reed used to like the rain, but 
that was merely her selfishness/ 

Then another drop felL 

'What is the use of a statue if it cannot 
keep the rain off ? ' he said ; ' I must look for a 
good chinmey-pot,' and he determined to fly 
away. 

But before he had opened his wmgs, a third 

drop fell, and he looked up, and saw ^Ah ! 

what did he see ? 

The eyes of the Happy Prince were filled 
with tears, and tears were running down his 
golden cheeks. His face was so beautiful in 
the moonlight that the little Swallow was filled 
with pity. 

•Who are you ? * he said. 

* I am the Happy Prince.' 
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*Why are you weeping then?* asked the 
Swallow ; * you have quite drenched me.' 

' When I was alive and had a human heart,' 
answered the statue, 'I did not know what 
tears were, for I lived in the Palace of Sans- 
Souci, where sorrow is not allowed to enter. In 
the daytime I played with my companions in 
the garden, and in the evening I led the dance 
in the Great Hall. Round the garden ran a 
very lofty wall, but I never cared to ask what 
lay beyond it, everything about me was so 
beautifuL My courtiers called me the Happy 
Prince, and happy indeed I was, if pleasure 
be happiness. So I lived, and so I died. 
And now that I am dead they have set me up 
here so high that I can see all the ugliness and 
all the misery of my city, and though my heart 
is made of lead yet I cannot choose but weep.' 

'What! is he not solid gold?' said the 
Swallow to himself. He was too polite to 
make any personal remarks out loud. 

* Far away,' continued the statue in a low 
musical voice, * far away in a little street there 
is a poor house. One of the windows is open, 
and through it I can see a woman seated at a 
table. Her face is thin and worn, and she has 
coarse, red hands, all pricked by the needle, 
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for she is a seamstress. She is embroidering 
passion-flowers on a satin gown for the loveliest 
of the Queen's maids-of-honour to wear at the 
next Court-ball. In a bed in the corner of the 
room her little boy is lying ilL He has a fever, 
and is asking for oranges. His mother has 
nothing to give him but river water, so he is 
crying. Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow, will 
you not bring her the ruby out of my sword- 
hilt? My feet are fastened to this pedestal 
and I cannot move/ 

' I am waited for in Eg3rpt,' said the Swallow. 
* My friends are flying up and down the Nile, 
and talking to the large lotus-flowers. Soon 
they will go to sleep in the tomb of the great 
King. The King is there himself in his painted 
cofiin. He is wrapped in yellow linen, and 
embalmed with spices. Round his neck is a 
chain of pale green jade, and his hands are like 
withered leaves.' 

* Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,' said the 
Prince, 'will you not stay with me for one 
night, and be my messenger? The boy is so 
thirsty, and the mother so sad.' 

'I don't think I like boys,* answered the 
Swallow. * Last summer, when I was staying 
on the river, there were two rude boys, the 
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miller's sons, who were always throwing stones 
at me. They never hit me, of course; we 
swallows fly far too well for that, and besides, I 
come of a family famous for its agility; but 
still, it was a mark of disrespect' 

But the Happy Prince looked so sad that the 
little Swallow was sorry. * It is very cold here,' 
he said ; • but I will stay with you for one night, 
and be your messenger.' 

* Thank you, little Swallow,' said the Prince. 
So the Swallow picked out the great ruby 

from the Prince's sword, and flew away with it 
in his beak over the roofs of the town. 

He passed by the cathedral tower, where the 
white marble angels were sculptured. He 
passed by the palace and heard the sound of 
dancing. A beautiful girl came out on the 
balcony with her lover. * How wonderful the 
stars are,' he said to her, ' and how wonderful is 
the power of love 1 ' 

* I hope my dress will be ready in time for 
the State-ball,' she answered ; * I have ordered 
passion-flowers to be embroidered on it; but 
the seamstresses are so lazy.' 

He passed over the river, and saw the 
lanterns hanging to the masts of the ships. 
He passed over the Ghetto, and saw the old 
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Jews bargaining with each other, and weighing 
out money in copper scales. At last he came 
to the poor house and looked in. The boy was 
tossing feverishly on his bed, and the mother 
had fallen asleep, she was so tired. In he 
hopped, and laid the great ruby on the table 
beside the woman's thimble. Then he flew 
gently round the bed, fanning the boy's fore- 
head with his wings. 'How cool I feel/ said 
the boy, *I must be getting better'; and he 
sank into a delicious slumber. 

Then the Swallow flew back to the Happy 
Prince, and told him what he had done. ' It 
is curious/ he remarked, ' but I feel quite warm 
now, although it is so cold/ 

'That is because you have done a good 
action,' said the Prince. And the little Swallow 
began to think, and then he fell asleep. Think- 
ing always made him sleepy. 

When day broke he flew down to the river 
and had a bath. 'What a remarkable phe- 
nomenon,' said the Professor of Ornithology 
as he was passing over the bridge. ' A swaUow 
in winter ! ' And he wrote a long letter about 
it to the local newspaper. Every one quoted 
it, it was full of so many words that they could 
not understand. 
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* To-night I go to Elgypt,' said the Swallow, 
and he was in high spirits at the prospect. He 
visited all the public monuments, and sat a long 
time on top of the church steeple. Wherever 
he went the Sparrows chirruped, and said to each 
other, * What a distinguished stranger I * so he 
enjoyed himself very much. 

When the moon rose he flew back to the 
Happy Prince. 'Have you any commissions 
for Egypt ? ' he cried ; * I am just starting.* 

' Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,* said the 
Prince, * will you not stay with me one night 
longer ? * 

'I am waited for in Egypt,' answered the 
Swallow. * To-morrow my friends will fly 
up to the Second Cataract. The river-horse 
couches there among the bulrushes, and on a 
great granite throne sits the God Memnon. 
All night long he watches the stars, and when 
the morning star shines he utters one cry of joy, 
and then he is silent At noon the yellow 
lions come down to the water's edge to drink. 
They have eyes like green beryls, and their 
roar is louder than the roar of the cataract.' 

' Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,* said the 
Prince, * far away across the city I see a young 
man in a garret. He is leaning over a desk 
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covered with papers, and in a tumbler by his 
side there is a bunch of withered violets. His 
hair is brown and crisp, and his lips are red as 
a pomegranate, and he has large and dreamy 
eyes. He is trying to finish a play for the 
Director of the Theatre, but he is too cold to 
write any more. There is no fire in the grate, 
and hunger has made him faint' 

* I will wait with you one night longer,' said 
the SwaUow, who really had a good heart. 
^ Shall I take him another ruby ? ' 

' Alas 1 I have no ruby now,' said the Prince ; 
*my eyes are all that I have left They are 
made of rare sapphires, which were brought out 
of India a thousand years ago. Pluck out 
one of them and take it to him. He will sell 
it to the jeweller, and buy food and firewood, 
and finish his play.' 

* Dear Prince,' said the Swallow, * I cannot 
do that'; and he began to weep. 

* Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,* said the 
Prince, ^ do as I command you.' 

So the Swallow plucked out the Prince's eye, 
and flew away to the student's garret. It was 
easy enough to get in, as there was a hole in 
the roof. Through this he darted, and came 
mto the room. The young man had his head 
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buried in his hands, so he did not hear the 
flutter of the bird's wings, and when he looked 
up he found the beautiful sapphire lying on the 
withered violets. 

' I am beginning to be appreciated,' he cried ; 
'this is from some great admirer. Now I 
can finish my play,* and he looked quite 
happy. 

The next day the Swallow flew down to the 
harbour. He sat on the mast of a large vessel 
and watched the sailors hauling big chests out 
of the hold with ropes. * Heave a-hoy 1 ' they 
shouted as each chest came up. * I am going 
to Egypt,' cried the Swallow, but nobody 
minded, and when the moon rose he flew back 
to the Happy Prince. 

*I am come to bid you good-bye,' he 
cried. 

* Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,' said the 
Prince, * will you not stay with me one night 
longer ? ' 

*It is winter,' answered the Swallow, *and 
the chill snow will soon be here. In Egjrpt 
the sun is warm on the green palm-trees, and 
the crocodiles lie in the mud and look lazily 
about them. My companions are building a 
nest in the Temple of Baalbec, and the pink 
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and white doves are watching them, and cooing 
to each other. Dear Prince, I must leave you, 
but I will never forget you, and next spring 
I will bring you back two beautiful jewels in 
place of those you have given away. The ruby 
shall be redder than a red rose, and the sapphire 
shall be as blue as the great sea.' 

*In the square below,' said the Happy 
Prince, ^ there stands a little match-girL She 
has let her matches fall in the gutter, and they 
are all spoiled. Her father will beat her if she 
does not bring home some money, and she is 
crying. She has no shoes or stockings, and 
her little head is bare. Pluck out my other 
eye, and give it to her, and her father will not 
beat her.' 

* I will stay with you one night longer,' said 
the Swallow, * but I cannot pluck out your eye. 
You would be quite blind then.' 

* Swallow, Swallow, little Swallow,' said the 
Prince, 'do as I command you.' 

So he plucked out the Prince's other eye, 
and darted down with it. He swooped past 
the match-girl, and slipped the jewel into the 
palm of her hand. 'What a lovely bit of 
glass,' cried the little girl ; and she ran home, 
laughing. 
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Then the Swallow came back to the Prince. 
'You are blmd now/ he said, 'so I will stay 
with you always.' 

'No, little Swallow/ sud the poor Prince, 
' you must go away to Egypt.* 

'I will stay with you always,' sidd the 
Swallow, and he slept at the Prince's feet 

All the next day he sat on the Prince's 
shoulder, and told him stories of what he had 
seen in strange lands. He told him of the red 
ibises, who stand in long rows on the banks of 
the Nile, and catch gold-fish in their beaks ; of 
the Sphinx, who is as old as the world itself, and 
lives in the desert, and knows everything; of 
the merchants, who walk slowly by the side of 
their camels, and carry amber beads in their 
hand; of the King of the Mountains of the 
Moon, who is as black as ebony, and worships 
a large crystal ; of the great green snake that 
sleeps in a palm-tree, and has twenty priests to 
feed it with honey-cakes ; and of the pygmies 
who sail over a big lake on large flat leaves, and 
are always at war with the butterflies. 

' Dear little Swallow,' said the Prince, ' you 
tell me of marvellous things, but more marvel- 
lous than anything is the suffering of men and 
of women. There is no Mystery so great aa 
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Misery. Fly over my city, little Swallow, and 
tell me what you see there.' 

So the Swallow flew over the great city, and 
saw the rich making merry in their beautiful 
houses, while the beggars were sitting at the 
gates. He flew into dark lanes, and saw the 
white faces of starving children looking out 
listlessly at the black streets. Under the arch- 
way of a bridge two little boys were lying in 
one another's arms to try and keep themselves 
warm. *How hungry we arel' they said. 
* You must not lie here,' shouted the Watch- 
man, and they wandered out into the rain. 

Then he flew back and told the Prince what 
he had seen. 

* I am covered with fine gold,' said the Prince, 
' you must take it ofi^, leaf by leaf, and give it 
to my poor ; the living always think that gold 
can make them happy.' 

Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the Swallow 
picked off, till the Happy Prince looked quite 
dull and grey. Leaf after leaf of the fine gold 
he brought to the poor, and the children's faces 
grew rosier, and they laughed and played games 
in the street * We have bread now 1 ' they 
cried. 

Then the snow came, and after the snow came 
180 



THE HAPPY PRINCE 

the frost. The streets looked as if they were 
made of silver, they were so bright and glisten- 
ing ; long icicles like crystal daggers hung down 
from the eaves of the houses, everybody went 
about in furs, and the little boys wore scarlet 
caps and skated on the ice. 

The poor little Swallow grew colder and 
colder, but he would not leave the Prince, he 
loved him too well. He picked up crumbs 
outside the baker's door when the baker was not 
looking, and tried to keep himself warm by 
flapping his wings. 

But at last he knew that he was going to die. 
He had just strength to fly up to the Prince's 
shoulder once more. * Good-bye, dear Prince 1 ' 
he murmured, 'will you let me kiss your 
hand ? ' 

* I am glad that you are going to Egypt at 
last, little Swallow,' said the Prince, ' you have 
stayed too long here ; but you must kiss me on 
the lips, for I love you.' 

* It is not to Egypt that I am going,' said the 
Swallow. ' I am going to the House of Death. 
Death is the brother of Sleep, is he not ? ' 

And he kissed the Happy Prince on the lips, 
and fell down dead at his feet 
At that moment a curious crack sounded 
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inside the statue, as if something had broken. 
The fact is that the leaden heart had snapped 
right in two. It certainly was a dreadfully 
hard frost 

Early the next morning the Mayor was walk- 
ing in the square below in company with the 
Town Councillors. As they passed the column 
he looked up at the statue: 'Dear mel how 
shabby the Happy Prince looks 1 ' he said. 

*How shabby indeed!' cried the Town 
Councillors, who always agreed with the Mayor ; 
and they went up to look at it. 

'The ruby has fallen out of his sword, his 
eyes are gone, and he is golden no longer,' said 
the Mayor ; ' in fact, he is little better than a 
beggar 1 * 

' Little better than a beggar,' said the Town 
Councillors. 

' And here is actually a dead bird at his feet ! ' 
continued the Mayor. * We must really issue 
a proclamation that birds are not to be allowed 
to die here.' And the Town Clerk made a note 
of the suggestion. 

So they pulled down the statue of the Happy 
Prince. ' As he is no longer beautiful he is no 
longer useful,' said the Art Professor at the 
University. 
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Then they melted the statue in a fbmace, 
and the Mayor held a meeting of the Corpora- 
tion to decide what was to be done with the 
metaL 'We must have another statue, of 
course/ he said, 'and it shall be a statue of 
myself/ 

* Of myself/ said each of the Town Coun- 
ciUors, and they quarrelled. When I last heard 
of them they were quarrelling still. 

' What a strange thing 1 ' said the overseer 
of the workmen at the foundry. ' This broken 
lead heart will not melt in the furnace. We 
must throw it away.' So they threw it on a 
dust-heap where the dead Swallow was also 
lying. 

' Bring me the two most precious things in 
the city/ said God to one of His Angels ; and 
the Angel brought Him the leaden heart and 
the dead bird. 

' You have rightly chosen/ said God, ' for in 
my garden of Paradise this little bird shall sing 
for evermore, and in my city of gold the Happy 
Prince shall praise me.' 
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^ ^^ HE said that she would dance with me 
^^ if I brought her red roses/ cried the 
^^-^ young Student ; * but in all my garden 
there is no red rose.' 

From her nest in the holm-oak tree the 
Nightingale heard him, and she looked out 
through the leaves, and wondered. 

^ No red rose in all my garden 1 ' he cried, and 
his beautiful eyes filled with tears. *Ah, on 
what little things does happiness depend 1 I 
have read all that the wise men have written, 
and all the secrets of philosophy are mine, yet 
for want of a red rose is my life made wretched.' 
* Here at last is a true lover,' said the Night- 
ingale. ' Night after night have I sung of him, 
though I knew him not : night after night have 
I told his story to the stars, and now I see 
him. His hair is dark as the hyacinth-blossom, 
and his lips are red as the rose of his desire ; but 
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passion has made his face like pale ivory, and 
sorrow has set her seal upon his brow.' 

*The Prince gives a ball to-morrow night,' 
murmured the young Student, 'and my love 
will be of the company. If I bring her a red 
rose she will dance with me till dawn. If I 
bring her a red rose, I shall hold her in my 
arms, and she will lean her head upon my 
shoulder, and her hand will be clasped in mine. 
But there is no red rose in my garden, so I 
shall sit lonely, and she will pass me by. She 
will have no heed of me, and my heart will 
break.* 

*Here indeed is the true lover,* said the 
Nightingale. * What I sing of, he suffers : what 
is joy to me, to him is pain. Surely Love is 
a wonderful thing. It is more precious than 
emeralds, and dearer than fine opals. Pearls 
and pomegranates cannot buy it, nor is it set 
forth in the market-place. It may not be 
purchased of the merchants, nor can it be 
weighed out in the balance for gold.' 

' The musicians will sit in their gallery,' said 
the young Student, 'and play upon their 
stringed instruments, and my love will dance 
to the sound of the harp and the violin. She 
will dance so lightly that her feet will not touch 
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the floor, and the courtiers m their gay dresses 
will throng round her. But with me she will 
not dance, for I have no red rose to give her ' ; 
and he flung himself down on the grass, and 
buried his face in his hands, and wept. 

* Why is he weeping ? ' asked a little Green 
Lizard, as he ran past him with his tail in the air. 

•Why, indeed?' said a Butterfly, who was 
fluttering about after a sunbeam. 

*Why, indeed?' whispered a Daisy to his 
neighbour, in a soft, low voice. 

• He is weeping for a red rose,' said the 
Nightingale. 

*For a red rose I' they cried; 'how very 
ridiculous!' and the little Lizard, who was 
something of a cynic, laughed outright. 

But the Nightingale imderstood the secret of 
the Student's sorrow, and she sat silent in the 
oak-tree, and thought about the mystery of 
Love. 

Suddenly she spread her brown wings for 
flight, and soared into the air. She passed 
through the grove like a shadow, and like a 
shadow she sailed across the garden. 

In the centre of the grass-plot was standing 
a beautiful Rose-tree, and when she saw it she 
flew over to it, and lit upon a spray. 
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' Give me a red rose/ she cried, * and I wUl 
sing you my sweetest song.' 
But the Tree shook its head. 

* My roses are white/ it answered ; ' as white 
as the foam of the sea, and whiter than the 
snow upon the mountain. But go to my 
brother who grows round the old sun-dial, and 
perhaps he will give you what you want.' 

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose- 
tree that was growing round the old sun-dial. 

* Give me a red rose,' she cried, ^ and I wiU 
sing you my sweetest song.' 

But the Tree shook its head. 

' My roses are yeUow,' it answered ; * as yellow 
as the hair of the mermaiden who sits upon an 
amber throne, and yellower than the daffodil 
that blooms in the meadow before the mower 
comes with his scythe. But go to my brother 
who grows beneath the Student's window, and 
perhaps he will give you what you want.' 

So the Nightingale flew over to the Rose- 
tree that was growing beneath the Student's 
window. 

* Give me a red rose,' she cried, * and I will 
sing you my sweetest song.' 

But the Tree shook its head. 
' My roses are red,' it answered, ' as red as 
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the feet of the dove, and redder than the great 
fans of coral that wave and wave m the ocean- 
cavern. But the winter has chilled my veins, 
and the frost has nipped my buds, and the 
storm has broken my branches, and I shall 
have no roses at all this year/ 

* One red rose is all I want,* cried the Night- 
mgale, 'only one red rose! Is there no way 
by which I can get it ? ' 

* There is a way,' answered the Tree ; * but 
it is so terrible that I dare not tell it to you.' 

' Tell it to me,' said the Nightingale, ' I am 
not afraid.' 

* If you want a red rose,' said the Tree, ' you 
must build it out of music by moonlight, and 
stain it with your own heart's-blood. You 
must sing to me with your breast against a 
thorn. All night long you must sing to me, 
and the thorn must pierce your heart, and your 
life-blood must flow into my veins, and become 
mine.' 

* Death is a great price to pay for a red rose,' 
cried the Nightingale, * and Life is very dear to 
all. It is pleasant to sit in the green wood, and 
to watch the Sun in his chariot of gold, and the 
moon in her chariot of pearl. Sweet is the 
scent of the hawthorn, and sweet are the blue- 
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bells that hide in the valley, and the heather 
that blows on the hilL Yet Love is better than 
Life, and what is the heart of a bird compared 
to the heart of a man ? ' 

So she spread her brown wings for flight, and 
soared into the air. She swept over the garden 
like a shadow, and like a shadow she sailed 
through the grove. 

The young Student was still lying on the 
grass, where she had left him, and the tears 
were not yet dry in his beautiful eyes. 

•Be happy,' cried the Nightingale, *be 
happy; you shall have your red rose. I will 
build it out of music by moonlight, and stain 
it with my own heart's-blood. All that I ask 
of you in return is that you will be a true lover, 
for Love is wiser than Philosophy, though she 
is wise, and mightier than Power, though he is 
mighty. Flame-coloured are his wings, and 
coloured like flame is his body. His lips are 
sweet as honey, and his breath is like frank- 
incense.' 

The Student looked up from the grass, and 
listened, but he could not understand what the 
Nightingale was saying to him, for he only 
knew the things that are written down in 
books. 
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But the Oak-tree understood, and felt sad, 
for he was very fond of the little Nightingale 
who had built her nest in his branches. 

^Sing me one last song/ he whispered; 'I 
shall feel very lonely when you are gone/ 

So the Nightingale sang to the Oak-tree, and 
her voice was like water bubbling from a silver 
jar. 

When she had finished her song the Student 
got up, and pulled a note-book and a lead- 
pencil out of his pocket. 

^She has form/ he said to himself, as he 
walked away through the grove — • that cannot 
be denied to her ; but has she got feeling ? I 
am afi*aid not In fact, she is like most artists ; 
she is all style, without any sincerity. She 
would not sacrifice herself for others. She 
thinks merely of music, and everybody knows 
that the arts are selfish. Still, it must be 
admitted that she has some beautiful notes in 
her voice. What a pity it is that they do not 
mean anything, or do any practical good.' And 
he went into his room, and lay down on his 
little pallet-bed, and began to think of his love ; 
and, after a time, he fell asleep. 

And when the Moon shone in the heavens 
the Nightingale flew to the Rose-tree, and set 
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her breast against the thorn. AU night long 
she sang with her breast against the thorn, and 
the cold crystal Moon leaned down and listened. 
All night long she sang, and the thorn went 
deeper and deeper into her breast, and her life- 
blood ebbed away from her. 

She sang first of the birth of love in the heart 
of a boy and a girL And on the topmost spray 
of the Rose-tree there blossomed a marvellous 
rose, petal following petal, as song followed 
song. Pale was it, at first, as the mist that 
hangs over the river — pale as the feet of the 
morning, and silver as the wings of the dawn. 
As the shadow of a rose in a mirror of silver, 
as the shadow of a rose in a water-pool, so was 
the rose that blossomed on the topmost spray 
of the Tree. 

But the Tree cried to the Nightingale to 
press closer against the thorn. 'Press closer, 
little Nightingale,' cried the Tree, *or the 
Day will come before the Rose is finished.' 

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the 
thorn, and louder and louder grew her song, 
for she sang of the birth of passion in the soul 
of a man and a maid. 

And a delicate flush of pink came into the 
leaves of the rose, like the flush in the fieu^e of 
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the bridegroom when he kisses the lips of the 
bride. But the thorn had not yet reached her 
heart, so the rose's heart remained white, for 
only a Nightingale's heart's-blood can crimson 
the heart of a rose. 

And the Tree cried to the Nightingale to 
press closer against the thorn. * Press closer, 
little Nightingale,' cried the Tree, * or the Day 
will come before the rose is finished.' 

So the Nightingale pressed closer against the 
thorn, and the thorn touched her heart, and a 
fierce pang of pain shot through her. Bitter, 
bitter was the pain, and wilder and wilder grew 
her song, for she sang of the Love that is 
perfected by Death, of the Love that dies not 
in the tomb. 

And the marvellous rose became crimson, 
like the rose of the eastern sky. Crimson was 
the girdle of petals, and crimson as a ruby was 
the heart 

But the Nightingale's voice grew fainter, 
and her little wings began to beat, and a film 
came over her eyes. Fainter and fainter grew 
her song, and she felt something choking her 
in her throat. 

Then she gave one last burst of music The 
white Moon heard it, and she forgot the dawn, 
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and lingered on in the sky. The red rose heard 
it, and it trembled all over with ecstasy, and 
opened its petals to the cold morning air. 
Echo bore it to her purple cavern in the hills, 
and woke the sleeping shepherds from their 
dreams. It floated through the reeds of the 
river, and they carried its message to the 
sea. 

'Look, look!' cried the Tree, *the rose is 
finished now'; but the Nightingale made no 
answer, for she was lying dead in the long grass, 
with the thorn in her heart. 

And at noon the Student opened his window 
and looked out 

* Why, what a wonderful piece of luck ! ' he 
cried ; * here is a red rose I I have never seen 
any rose like it in all my life. It is so beautiful 
that I am sure it has a long Latin name ' ; and 
he leaned down and plucked it. 

Then he put on his hat, and ran up to 
the Professor's house with the rose in his 
hand. 

The daughter of the Professor was sitting 
in the doorway winding blue silk on a reel, and 
her little dog was lying at her feet. 

* You said that you would dance with me if 
I brought you a red rose,' cried the Student 
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' Here is the reddest rose in all the world. You 
will wear it to-night next your heart, and 
as we dance together it will tell you how I 
love you.' 

But the girl frowned. 

'I am afiraid it will not go with my dress/ 
she answered ; ^ and, besides, the Chamberlain's 
nephew has sent me some real jewels, and 
everybody knows that jewels cost far more than 
flowers.* 

* Well, upon my word, you are very ungrate- 
ful,' said the Student angrily; and he threw 
the rose into the street, where it fell into the 
gutter, and a cart-wheel went over it. 

* Ungrateful I ' said the girL * I teU you what, 
you are very rude; and, after all, who are 
you? Only a Student. Why, I don't be- 
lieve you have even got silver buckles to your 
shoes as the Chamberlain's nephew has'; and 
she got up from her chair and went into the 
house. 

' What a silly thing Love is,' said the Student 
as he walked away. ' It is not half as useful 
as Logic, for it does not prove anything, and 
it is always telling one of things that are not 
going to happen, and making one believe things 
that are not true. In fact, it is quite un- 
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practical, and, as in this age to be practical is 
everything, I shall go back to Philosophy and 
study Metaphysics.* 

So he returned to his room and pulled out a 
great dusty book, and began to read 
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THE SELFISH GIANT 

EVERY afternoon, as they were coining 
from school, the children used to go 
and play in the Giant's garden. 
It was a large lovely garden, with soft green 
grass. Here and there over the grass stood 
beautiful flowers like stars, .and there were 
twelve peach-trees that in the springtime broke 
out into delicate blossoms of pink and pearl, 
and in the autumn bore rich fhiit. The birds 
sat on the trees and sang so sweetly that the 
ohildren used to stop their games in order to 
listen to them. 'How happy we are herel' 
they cried to each other. 

One day the Giant came back. He had been 
to visit his friend the Cornish ogre, and had 
stayed with him for seven years. After the 
seven years were over he had said all that he 
had to say, for his conversation was limited, 
and he determined to return to his own castle. 
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When he arrived he saw the children playmg 
in the garden. 

* What are you doing here ? * he cried in a 
very grufT voice, and the children ran away. 

* My own garden is my own garden/ said the 
Giant ; ^ny one can understand tha^ and I 
will allow nobody to play in it but myself* 
So he built a high wall all round it, and put up 
a notice-board. 



TRESPASSERS 

WILL BE 

PROSECUTED 



He was a very selfish Giant 

The poor children had now nowhere to play. 
They tried to play on the road, but the road 
was very dusty and full of hard stones, and they 
did not like it. They used to wander round 
the high wall when their lessons were over, and 
talk about the beautiful garden inside. ' How 
happy we were there,' they said to each other. 

Then the Spring came, and all over the 

country there were little blossoms and little 

birds. Only in the garden of the Selfish 

Giant it was still Winter. (The birds did not 
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care to sing in it as there were no children, and 
the trees forgot to blossom. Once a beautiful 
flower put its head out from the grass, but 
when it saw the notice-board it was so sorry 
for the children that it slipped back into the 
ground again, and went off to sleep. The only 
people who were pleased were the Snow and 
the Frost. * Spring has forgotten this garden/ 
they cried, *so we will live here all the year 
round.' The Snow covered up the grass with 
her great white cloak, and the Frost painted 
all the trees silver. Then they invited the 
North Wind to stay with them, and he came* 
He was wrapped in furs, and he roared all day 
about the garden, and blew the chimney-pots 
down. 'This is a delightful spot,' he said; 
' we must ask the Hail on a visit.' So the Hail 
came. Every day for three hours he rattled 
on the roof of the castle till he broke most of 
the slates, and then he ran round and round 
the garden as fast as he could go. He was 
di*essed in grey, and his breath was like ice. 

* 1 cannot understand why the Spring is so 
late in coming,' said the Selfish Giant, as he 
sat at the window and looked out at his cold 
white garden ; ' I hope there will be a change 
in the weather.' 
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But the Spring never came, nor the Summer. 
The Autumn gave golden fruit to every garden, 
but to the Giant's garden she gave none. * He 
is too selfish/ she said[J So it was always Winter 
there, and the North Wind, and the Hail, and 
the Frost, and the Snow danced about through 
the trees. 

One morning the Giant was lying awake in 
bed when he heard some lovely music. It 
sounded so sweet to his ears that he thought 
it must be the King's musicians passing by. 
It was really only a little linnet singing outside 
his window, but it was so long since he had 
heard a bird sing in his garden that it seemed 
to him to be the most beautiful music in the 
world, ^hen the Hail stopped dancing over 
his head, and the North Wind ceased roaring, 
and a delicious perfume came to him through 
the open casement/? ^ I believe the Spring has 
come at last,' said the Giant ; and he jumped 
out of bed and looked out. 

What did he see ? 

He saw a most wonderful sight. Through 
a little hole in the wall the children had crept 
in, and they were sitting in the branches of the 
trees. £jn every tree that he could see there 
was a little child.'^ And the trees were so 
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glad to have the children back again that they 
had covered themselves with blossoms, and 
were waving their arms gently above the 
children's heads. CThe birds were flying about 
and twittering with delight, and the flowers 
were looking up through the green grass and 
laughing.^ It was a lovely scene, only in one 
comer it was still Winter, It was the farthest 
comer of the garden, and in it was standing 
a little boy. He was so small that he could 
not reach up to the branches of the tree, and 
he was wandering all round it, crying bitterly. 
;The poor tree was still quite covered with frost 
and snow, and the North Wind was blowing 
and roaring above it ^ * Climb up I little boy,' 
said the Tree, and it bent its branches down 
as low as it could ; but the boy was too tiny. 

And the Giant's heart melted as he looked 
out ' How selfish I have been I ' he said ; 
I* now I know why the Spring would not come 
here. I will put that poor little boy on the 
top of the tree, and then I will knock down 
the wall, and my garden shall be the children's 
playground for ever and ever.' ^ He was really 
very sorry for what he had done.^ 

So he crept downstairs and opened the front 
door quite softly, and went out into the garden. 
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But when the children saw him they were so 
frightened that they all ran away»<^d the 
garden became Winter again^ Only the little 
boy did not nm, for his eyes were so full of 
tears that he did not see the Giant coming. 
And the Giant stole up behind him and took 
him gently in his hand, and put him up into 
the tree. And the tree broke at once into 
blossom, and the birds came and sang on it, 
and the little boy stretched out his two arms 
and flung them round the Giant's neck, and 
kissed him. And the other children, when they 
saw that the Giant was not wicked any longer, 
came running back,<Cand with them came the 
Spring^3 * It is your garden now, little children,' 
said the Giant, and he took a great axe and 
knocked down the wall. And when the people 
were going to market at twelve o'clock they 
found the Giant playing with the children in 
the most beautiful garden they had ever seen. 

All day long they played, and in the evening 
they came to the Giant to bid him good-bye. 

But where is your little companion?' he 
said : * the boy I put into the tree.' The Giant 
loved him the best because he had kissed him. 

'We don't know/ answered the children; 
' he has gone away.' 
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* You must tell him to be sure and come here 
to-morrow/ said the Giant But the children 
said they did not know where he lived, and 
had never seen him before ; and the Giant felt 
very sad. 

Every afternoon, when school was over, the 
children came and played with the Giant. But 
the little boy whom the Giant loved was never 
seen again. The Giant was very kind to all 
the children, yet he longed for his first little 
friend, and often spoke of him. < How I would 
like to see him 1 ' he used to say. 

Years went over, and the Giant grew very 
old and feeble. He could not play about any 
more, so he sat in a huge armchair, and watched 
the children at their games, and admired his 
garden. I 'I have many beautiful flowers,' he 
said, 'but the children are the most beautiful 
flowers of alL*; 

One winter morning he looked out of his 
window as he was dressing. '- He did not hate 
the Winter now, for he knew that it was 
merely the Spring asleep, and that the flowers 
were resting. 

Suddenly he rubbed his eyes in wonder, and 
looked and looked. It certainly was a mar- 
vellous sight In the fiulhest comer of the 
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garden was a tree quite covered with lovely 
white blossoms. Its branches were all golden, 
and silver fruit hung down from them, and under- 
neath it stood the little boy he had loved. 

Downstairs ran the Giant in great joy, and 
out into the garden. He hastened across the 
grass, and came near to the child. And when 
he came quite close his face grew red with 
anger, and he said, ' Who hath dared to wound 
thee ? ' For on the palms of the child s hands 
were the prints of two nails, and the prints of 
two nails were on the little feet 

* Who hath dared to wound thee ? ' cried the 
Giant; 'tell me, that I may take my big 
sword and slay him.' 

*Nayl' answered the child; 'but these are 
the wounds of Love.* 

'Who art thou?* said the Giant, and a 
strange awe fell on him, and he knelt before 
the little child. 

And the child smiled on the Giant, and said 
to him, * You let me play once in your garden ; 
to-day you shall come with me to my garden, 
which is Paradise.' 

And when the children ran in that afternoon, 
they found the Giant lying dead under the tree, 
all covered with white blossoms. 
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ONE morning the old Water-rat put his 
head out of his hole. He had bright 
beadj eyes and stiff grey whiskers, 
and his tail was like a long bit of black india- 
rubber. The little ducks were swimming about 
in the pond, looking just like a lot of yellow 
canaries, and their mother, who was pure white 
with real red l^;s, was trying to teach them 
how to stand on their heads in the water. 

* You wiU never be in the best society unless 
you can stand on your heads,' she kept saying 
to them ; and every now and then she showed 
them how it was done. But the little ducks 
pud no attention to her. They were so young 
that they did not know what an advantage it 
is to be in society at alL 

* What disob^lient children 1 ' cried the old 
Water-rat ; * they really deserve to be drowned.' 

* Nothing of the kind,' answered the Duck, 
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^ every one must make a begimiing, and parents 
cannot be too patient.' 

' Ah 1 I know nothing about the feelings of 
parents/ said the Water-rat ; ' I am not a family 
man. In fact, I have never been married, and 
I never intend to be. Love is all very well in 
its way, but friendship is much higher. Indeed, 
I know of nothing in the world that is either 
nobler or rarer than a devoted friendship.' 

* And what, pray, is your idea of the duties 
of a devoted friend?* asked a Green Linnet, 
who was sitting in a wiUow-tree hard by, and 
had overheard the conversation. 

* Yes, that is just what I want to know,' said 
the Duck, and she swam away to the end of 
the pond, and stood upon her head, in order to 
give her children a good example. 

* What a silly question I ' cried the Water-rat 
*I should expect my devoted friend to be 
devoted to me, of course.' 

'And what would you do in return?' said 
the little bird, swinging upon a silver spray, 
and flapping his tiny wings. 

*I don't understand you,' answered the 
Water-rat. 

* Let me tell you a story on the subject,' said 
the Linnet. 
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'Is tiie ctory abcrnt me! ' asked the Water- 
Mt ' K so, I win fisteo to it, for I am extrem^ 
food of fietaon.* 

'It is appBcabile to yon,' answesed the 
Linnet ; and he flew down, and alighting upcm 
the bank, he told the stoiy of The Deroted 



'Onoe upon a time,* said the Linnet, 'there 
was an honest little fellow named Hans.* 

'Was he very distinguished?* asked the 
Water-iat. 

'No/ axttwered the Linnet, 'I don\ think 
he was distinguished at all, exoqpt for his kind 
heart, and his fimny round good-humoured 
fflice. He lived in a tinj cottage aH by 



and every day he worked in his garden. In aD 
the conntryskle there was no garden so lovdy 
as his. Sweet-william grew there, and Gilly- 
flowers, and Sh^herds^-purses, and Fair-maids 
of Fnnoe. There were damask Roses, and 
yeDow Bx>ses, lilac Crocuses and gold, purple 
Violets and white. Cokunlnne and Ladysmock, 
llarjoiam and Wild Baal, the Cowslip and the 
FlowcT'-de-luee, the Daffixiil and the Clove- 
Fink Uoomed or blossomed in their proper 
<irder as the months went by, one flower taking 
another flower*s place, so that there were always 
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beautiful things to look at, and pleasant odours 
to smell. 

' Little Hans had a great many friends, but 
the most devoted friend of all was big Hugh 
the Miller. Indeed, so devoted was the rich 
Miller to little Hans, that he would never go 
by his garden without leaning over the wall 
and plucking a large nosegay, or a handful of 
sweet herbs, or filling his pockets with plums 
and cherries if it was the fruit season. 

*"Real friends should have everything in 
common," the Miller used to say, and little 
Hans nodded and smiled, and felt very proud 
of having a friend with such noble ideas. 

' Sometimes, indeed, the neighbours thought 
it strange that the rich Miller never gave little 
Hans anything in return, though he had a 
hundred sacks of flour stored away in his mill, 
and six milch cows, and a large flock of woolly 
sheep ; but Hans never troubled his head aboilt 
these things, and nothing gave him greater 
pleasure than to listen to all the wonderful 
things the Miller used to say about the un- 
selfishness of true firiendship. 

* So little Hans worked away in his garden. 
During the spring, the summer, and the 
autumn he was very happy, but when the 
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winter came, and he had no fruit or flowers 
to bring to the market, he suffered a good deal 
from cold and hunger, and often had to go 
to bed without any supper but a few dried pears 
or some hard nuts. In the winter, also, he 
was extremely lonely, as the Miller never came 
to see him then. 

• " There is no good in my going to see little 
Hans as long as the snow lasts,'' the MiUer used 
to say to his wife, ''for when people are in 
trouble they should be left alone, and not be 
bothered by visitors. That at least is my idea 
about friendship, and I am sure I am right 
So I shall wait till the spring comes, and then 
I shall pay him a visit, and he will be able to 
give me a large basket of primroses, and that 
will make him so happy. ** 

•"You are certainly very thoughtful about 
others," answered the Wife, as she sat in her 
comfortable armchair by the big pinewood fire ; 
** very thoughtful indeed. It is quite a treat to 
hear you talk about friendship. I am sure the 
clergyman himself could not say such beautiful 
things as you do, though he does live in a three- 
storied house, and wears a gold ring on his little 
finger.'* 

•'•But could we not ask little Hans up 
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here ? " said the Miller's youngest son. * If 
poor Hans is in trouble I will give him half 
my porridge, and show him my white rabbits." 

*"What a silly boy you arel" cried the 
Miller ; ** I really don't know what is the use 
of sending you to school. You seem not to 
learn anjrthing. * Why, if little Hans came up 
here, and saw our warm fire, and our good 
supper, and our great cask of red wine, he 
might get envious, and envy is a most terrible 
thing, and would spoil anybody's nature. I 
certainly will not allow Hans' nature to be 
spoiled. I am his best friend, and I will always 
watch over him, and see that he is not led into 
any temptations. Besides, if Hans came here, 
he might ask me to let him have some flour on 
credit, and that I could not do. Flour is one 
thing, and friendship is another, and they 
should not be confused. Why, the words are 
spelt differently, and mean quite different 
things. Everybody can see that" 

• " I low well you talk 1 " said the Miller's Wife, 
pouring herself out a large glass of warm ale; 
** really I feel quite drowsy. It is just like being 
in church." 

*"Lots of people act well," answered the 
Miller ; " but very few people talk well, which 
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^ Well/ said the Linnet, hopping now on one 
leg and now on the other, 'as soon as the 
winter was over, and the primroses began to 
open their pale yellow stars, the Miller said 
to his wife that he would go down and see 
little Hans. 

* " Why, what a good heart you have 1 " cried 
his wife ; ** you are always thinking of others. 
And mind you take the big basket with you 
for the flowers." 

' So the MiUer tied the sails of the windmill 
together with a strong iron chain, and went 
down the hill with the basket on his arm. 

'''Good morning, little Hans," said the 
Miller. 

' " Good morning," said Hans, leaning on his 
spade, and smiling from ear to ear. 

' " And how have you been all the winter ? *' 
said the Miller. 

' " Well, really," cried Hans, " it is very good 
of you to ask, very good indeed. I am afraid 
I had rather a hard time of it, but now the 
spring has come, and I am quite happy, and 
all my flowers are doing well." 

' " We often talked of you during the winter, 
Hans," said the Miller, "and wondered how 
you were getting on." 
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*^Tbmt ^iVK kind of you,^ said Hans; ^I 
was balf sfisaid yon bad fu r gutl eD me.*" 

^^Haos, I am sinpriaed at you,^ said the 
MOkr; **iTiffndship ncwtr fbf;^ets. That k 
llie wcmdcEful thing about it, biit I am afiaid 
3^12 doD^ imdostand ihe poetry of life. How 
lovd^ yom* primroaes axe looking, by tbe 
byel** 

^^Tbey axe eertainfy veiy lovely,** aaid 
Hans, ** and it is a most lucky thine for me 
limt I faa^ » manj. I .Tgo^to bring 
them into tiie market and sell them to the 
Burgomasters daughter, and buy back n^ 
idieelbacrow with ibe money.*' 

' ^ Buy back your wheelbarrow ? You don*t 
mean to say you have sold it? What a very 
stupid thing to do 1 " 

'^ Well, the &ct is," said Hans, ''that I was 
obliged to. You see the winter was a very 
bad time for me, and I really had no money 
at all to buy bread with. So I first sold tiie 
silver buttons off my Sunday coat, and then 
I sold my diver ehain, and then I sold my 
big pipe, and at last I sold my wheelbarrow. 
But I am going to buy than all back again 



now.- 



^^Hana,'' said the Milkr, ^I will give you 
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my wheelbarrow. It is not in very good repair ; 
indeed, one side is gone, and there is some- 
thing wrong with the wheel-spokes; but in 
spite of that I will give it to you. I know it 
is very generous of me, and a great many 
people would think me extremely foolish for 
parting with it, but I am not like the rest of 
the world. I think that generosity is the 
essence of friendship, and, besides, I have got 
a new wheelbarrow for myself. Yes, you may 
set your mind at ease, I will give you my 
wheelbarrow." 

•"Well, really, that is generous of you,** 
said little Hans, and his fiinny round face 
glowed all over with pleasure. " I can easily 
put it in repair, as I have a plank of wood in 
the house." 

*"A plank of woodl" said the Miller; 
" why, that is just what I want for the roof of 
my bam. There is a very large hole in it, 
and the corn will all get damp if I don't stop 
it up. How lucky you mentioned itl It is 
quite remarkable how one good action always 
breeds another. I have given you my wheel- 
barrow, and now you are going to give me 
your plank. Of course, the wheelbarrow is 
worth far more than the plank, but true friend- 
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ship never notices things like that Pray get 
it at once, and I will set to work at my bam 
this very day." 

• " Certainly,** cried little Hans, and he ran 
into the shed and dragged the plank out. 

*"It is not a very big plank," said the 
Miller, looking at it, '' and I am afraid that 
after I have mended my barn-roof there won't 
be any left for you to mend the wheelbarrow 
with ; but, of course, that is not my fault. And 
now, as I have given you my wheelbarrow, I 
am sure you would like to give me some 
flowers in return. Here is the basket, and 
mind you fill it quite AilL** 

•"Quite fiiU?" said little Hans, rather 
sorrowfully, for it was really a very big basket, 
and he knew that if he filled it he would have 
no flowers left for the market, and he was very 
anxious to get his silver buttons back. 

• " Well, really," answered the Miller, " as 
I have given you my wheelbarrow, I don't 
think that it is much to ask you for a few 
flowers. I may be wrong, but I should have 
thought that friendship, true friendship, was 
quite free from selfishness of any kind." 

'"My dear friend, my best friend," cried 
little Hans, "you are welcome to all the 
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flowers in my garden. I would much sooner 
have your good opinion than my silvei 
buttons, any day"; and he ran and plucked 
all his pretty primroses, and filled the Miller's 
basket. 

*" Good-bye, little Hans/* said the Miller, 
as he went up the hill with the plank on his 
shoulder, and the big basket in his hand. 

* '' Good-bye," said little Hans, and he began 
to dig away quite merrily, he was so pleased 
about the wheelbarrow. 

'The next day he was nailing up some 
honeysuckle against the porch, when he heard 
the Miller's voice calling to him from the road. 
So he jumped off the ladder, and ran down the 
garden, and looked over the wall 

* There was the Miller with a large sack of 
flour on his back. 

* " Dear little Hans," said the MiUer, " would 
you mind carrying this sack of flour for me to 
market ? " 

*"Oh, I am so sorry," said Hans, "but I 
am really very busy to-day. I have got all 
my creepers to nail up, and all my flowers to 
water, and all my grass to roll." 

•"WeU, really," said the Miller, "I think 
that, considering that T am going to give you 
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my wheelbarrow, it is rather unfriendly of you 
to refuse." 

' " Oh, don't say that," cried little Hans, " I 
wouldn't be unfriendly for the whole world " ; 
and he ran in for his cap, and trudged off with 
the big sack on his shoulders. 

'It was a very hot day, and the road was 
terribly dusty, and before Hans had reached 
the sixth milestone he was so tired that he 
had to sit down and rest. However, he went 
on bravely, and at last he reached the market. 
After he had waited there some time, he sold 
the sack of flour for a very good price, and 
then he returned home at once, for he was 
airaid that if he stopped too late he might meet 
some robbers on the way. 

* •' It has certainly been a hard day," said 
little Hans to himself as he was going to bed, 
** but I am glad I did not refuse the Miller, 
for he is my best friend, and, besides, he is 
going to give me his wheelbarrow." 

* Early the next morning the Miller came 
down to get the money for his sack of flour, 
but little Hans was so tired that he was still 
in bed. 

*"Upon my word," said the Miller, '*you 
are very lazy. Really, considering that I am 

?28 



THE DEVOTED FRIEND 

going to give you my wheelbarrow, I think 
you might work harder. Idleness is a great 
sin, and I certainly don't like any of my friends 
to be idle or sluggish. You must not mind 
my speaking quite plainly to you. Of course 
I should not dream of doing so if I were not 
your friend. But what is the good of friend- 
ship if one cannot say exactly what one means ? 
Anybody can say charming things and try to 
please and to flatter, but a true friend always 
says unpleasant things, and does not mind 
giving pain. Indeed, if he is a really true 
Mend he prefers it, for he knows that then he 
is doing good." 

* " I am very sorry,'* said little Hans, 
rubbing his eyes and pulling off his night-cap, 
"but I was so tired that I thought I would 
lie in bed for a little time, and listen to the 
birds singing. Do you know that I always work 
better after hearing the birds sing ? " / 

* « Well, I am glad of that," said the Miller, 
clapping little Hans on the back, " for I want 
you to come up to the mill as soon as you 
are dressed, and mend my barn-roof for me." 

*Poor little Hans was very anxious to go 
and work in his garden, for his flowers had 
not been watered for two days, but he did not 
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like to refuse the Miller, as he was such a 
good friend to him. 

' " Do you think it would be unfriendly of 
me if I said I was busy ? ' he inquired in a shy 
and timid voice. 

• " Well, really,- answered the Miller, " I do 
not think it is much to ask of you, considering 
that I am going to give you my wheelbarrow ; 
but of course if you refuse I will go and do it 
mysel£** 

•"Oh I on no account,** cried Uttle Hans; 
and he jumped out of bed, and dressed himself, 
and went up to the bam. 

•He worked there all day long, till sunset, 
and at sunset the Miller came to see how he 
was getting on. 

* " Have you mended the hole in the roof yet, 
little Hans ? ** cried the Miller in a cheery voice. 

• •• It is quite mended," answered little Hans, 
coming down the ladder. 

* *• Ah I ** said the Miller, " there is no work 
so delightful as the work one does for others." 

* " It is certainly a great privilege to hear you 
talk,*' answered little Hans, sitting down and 
wiping his forehead, "a very great privilege. 
But I am afraid I shall never have such 
beautiful ideas as you have.** 
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• " Oh I they will come to you," said the 
Miller, ** but you must take more pains. At 
present you have only the practice of friendship ; 
some day you will have the theory also." 

***Do you really think I shall?" asked little 
Hans. 

* " I have no doubt of it," answered the Miller ; 
** but now that you have mended the roof, you 
had better go home and rest, for I want you 
to drive my sheep to the mountain to-morrow." 

• Poor little Hans was afraid to say anything 
to this, and early the next morning the Miller 
brought his sheep round to the cottage, and 
Hans started off with them to the mountain. 
It took him the whole day to get there and 
back; and when he returned he was so tired 
that he went off to sleep in his chair, and did 
not wake up till it was broad daylight. 

'^^What a delightful time I shall have in 
my garden," he said, and he went to work at 
once. 

* But somehow he was never able to look 
after his flowers at all, for his friend the Miller 
was always coming round and sending him off 
on long errands, or getting him to help at the 
milL Little Hans was very much distressed 
at times, as he was afraid his flowers would 
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think he had forgotten them, but he consoled 
himself by the reflection that the Miller was 
his best friend. "Besides," he used to say, 
" he is going to give me his wheelbarrow, and 
that is an act of pure generosity." 

• So little Hans worked away for the Miller, 
and the Miller said all kinds of beautiful things 
about friendship, which Hans took down in a 
note-book, and us^d to read over at night, for 
he was a very good scholar. 

*Now it happened that one evening little 
Hans was sitting by his fireside when a loud 
rap came at the door. It was a very wild 
night, and the wind was blowing and roaring 
round the house so terribly that at first he 
thought it was merely the storm. But a second 
rap came, and then a third, louder than either 
of the others. 

' '* It is some poor traveller," said little Hans 
to himself, as he ran to the door. 

* There stood the Miller with a lantern in 
one hand and a big stick in the other, 

• " Dear little Hans," cried the Miller, " I am 
in great trouble. My little boy has faUen off 
a ladder and hurt himself, and I am going for 
the Doctor. But he lives so far away, and it 
is such a bad night, that it has just occurred 
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to me that it would be much better if you 
went instead of me. You know I am going to 
give you my wheelbarrow, and so it is only 
fair that you should do something for me in 
return/' 

• " Certamly,** cried little Hans, " I take it 
quite as a compliment your coming to me, and 
I will start off at once. But you must lend 
me your lantern, as the night is so dark that 
I am afraid I might fall into the ditch." 

*"I am very sorry," answered the Miller, 
** but it is my new lantern, and it would be a 
great loss to me if anything happened to it"* 

* " Well, never mind, I will do without it," 
cried little Hans, and he took down his great 
fur coat, and his warm scarlet cap, and tied a 
muffler round his throat, and started off. 

* What a dreadful storm it was 1 The night 
was so black that little Hans could hardly see, 
and the wind was so strong that he could 
scarcely stand. However, he was very courage- 
ous, and after he had been walking about three 
hours, he arrived at the Doctor's house, and 
knocked at the door. 

* " Who is there ? " cried the Doctor, putting 
his head out of his bedroom window. 

• "Little Hans, Doctor." 
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'* What do yoa want, little Hans ?* 

'''The Mmers son has &Skn from a ladder, 
and has hurt HWrKaplf^ and the Miller wants yon 
to oame at once.^ 

'''An light!"* said the Doctor; and he 
ordered Ids horse, and his \ng hoots, and his 
lantern, and came downstairs, and rode off in 
the direction of the Miller s house, little Hans 
trudging hdund him. 

'But the storm grew worse and worse, and 
the rain fell in tonents, and little Hans could 
not see where he was going, or keep up with 
the horse. At last he lost his way, and 
wandered off on the moor, which was a very 
dangerous place, as it was full of deep holes, 
and there poor little Hans was drowned. 
His body was found the next day by some 
goatherds, floating in a great pool of water, 
and was brought back by than to the 
cottage. 

'Everybody went to little Hans' funeral as 
he was so popular, and the Miller was the chief 
mourner. 

'"As I was his best friend," said the Miller, 
"it is only hir that I should have the best 
place**; so he walked at the head of the pro- 
cession in a long black cloak, and every now 
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and then he wiped his eyes with a big pocket- 
handkerchief. 

'''Little Hans is certainly a great loss to 
every one," said the Blacksmith, when the 
funeral was over, and they were all seated 
comfortably in the inn, drinking spiced wine 
and eating sweet cakes. 

* ** A great loss to me at any rate," answered 
the Miller ; " why, I had as good as given him 
my wheelbarrow, and now I really don*t know 
what to do with it It is very much in my 
way at home, and it is in such bad repair that 
I could not get anything for it if I sold it. 
I will certainly take care not to give away 
anjrthing again. One always suffers for being 
generous." ' 

* Well ? * said the Water-rat after a long 
pause. 

* Well, that is the end,* said the Linnet 

* But what became of the Miller ? ' asked the 
Water-rat. 

*01.! I really don*t know,* replied the 
Linnet ; *and I am sure that I don't care.* 

* It is quite evident then that you have no 
sympathy in your nature,* said the Water-rat 

' I am afraid you don't quite see the moral of 
the story/ remarked the Linnet 
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'The what ?' screamed the Water-rat. 

* The momL' 

'Do you mean to say that the stoiy has a 
moral?' 

iCertainly/ said the Lmnet. 

* Well, really/ said the Water-rat, in a very 
angry manner, * I think you should have told 
me that before you began. If you had done so, 
I certainly would not have listened to you ; in 
fact, I should have said " Pooh,"* like the critic 
However, I can say it now'; so he shouted 
out 'Pooh' at the top of his voice, gave a 
whisk with his tail, and went back into his 
hole. 

* And how do you like the Water- rat ? * asked 
the Duck, who came paddling up some minutes 
afterwards. * He has a great many good points, 
but for my own part I have a mother's feelings, 
and I can never look at a confirmed bachelor 
without the tears coming into my eyes.' 

* I am rather afraid that I have annoyed him,' 
answered the Linnet ' The fact is, that I told 
him a story with a moral.' 

* Ah 1 that is always a very dangerous thing 
to do,' said the Duck. 

And I quite agree with her. 
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THE King's son was going to be married, 
so there were general rejoicings. He 
had waited a whole year for his bride, 
and at last she had arrived. She was a Russian 
Princess, and had driven all the way from 
Finland in a sledge drawn by six reindeer. The 
sledge was shaped like a great golden swan, and 
between the swan's wings lay the little Princess 
herself. Her long ermine cloak reached right 
down to her feet, on her head was a tiny cap of 
silver tissue, and she was as pale as the Snow 
Palace in which she had always lived. So pale 
was she that as she drove through the streets 
all the people wondered. * She is like a white 
rose 1 ' they cried, and they threw down flowers 
on her from the balconies. 

At the gate of the Castle the Prince was 
waiting to receive her. He had dreamy violet 
eyes, and his hair was like fine gold. When he 
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saw her he sank upon one knee, and kissed her 
hand. 

* Your picture was beautiful/ he murmured, 
* but you are more beautiful than your picture ' ; 
and the little Princess blushed. 

* She was like a white rose before/ said a 
young Page to his neighbour, * but she is like 
a red rose now'; apd the whole Court was 
delighted. 

For the next three days everybody went 
about saying, * White rose. Red rose. Red rose. 
White rose *; and the King gave orders that 
the Page's salary was to be doubled. As he 
received no salary at all this was not of much 
use to him, but it was considered a great honour, 
and was duly published in the Court Gazette. 

When the three days were over the marriage 
was celebrated. It was a magnificent ceremony, 
and the bride and bridegroom walked hand in 
hand under a canopy of purple velvet em- 
broidered with little pearls. Then there was a 
State Banquet, which lasted for five hours. 
The Prince and Princess sat at the top of the 
Great Hall and drank out of a cup of clear 
crystal Only true lovers could drink out of 
this cup, for if false lips touched it, it grew grey 
and dull and cloudy. 
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* It is quite clear that they love each other/ 
said the little Page, * as clear as crystal 1 ' and 
the King doubled his salary a second time. 
* What an honour 1 * cried all the courtiers* 

After the Banquet there was to be a BalL 
The bride and bridegroom were to dance the 
Rose-dance together, and the Ejng had pro- 
mised to play the flute. He played very badly, 
but no one had ever dared to tell him so, be- 
cause he was the King. Indeed, he knew only 
two airs, and was never quite certain which one 
he was playing; but it made no matter, for, 
whatever he did, everybody cried out, ' Charm^ 
ingl charming I' 

The last item on the programme was a grand 
display of fireworks, to be let off exactly at 
midnight. The little Princess had never seen 
a firework in her life, so the King had given 
orders that the Royal Pjrrotechnist should be 
in attendance on the day of her marriage. 

* What are fireworks like ? ' she had asked the 
Prince, one morning, as she was walking on the 
terrace. 

* They are like the Aurora Borealis,' said the 
King, who always answered questions that were 
addressed to other people, 'only much more 
naturaL I prefer them to stars myself, as you 
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always know when they are going to appear, 
and they are as delightful as my own flute- 
playing. You must certainly see them/ 

So at the end of the King's garden a great 
stand had been set up, and as soon as the Royal 
Pyrotechnist had put everything in its proper 
place, the fireworks began to talk to each other. 

' The world is certainly very beautiful/ cried 
a little Squib. *Just look at those yellow 
tulips. Why 1 if they were real crackers they 
could not be lovelier. I am very glad I have 
travelled. Travel improves the mind wonder- 
fully, and does away with all one's prejudices.' 

' The King's garden is not the world, you 
foolish squib,' said a big Roman Candle ; ' the 
world is an enormous place, and it would take 
you three days to see it thoroughly.' 

* Any place you love is the world to you,' ex- 
claimed a pensive Catherine Wheel, who had 
been attached to an old deal box in early life, 
and prided herself* on her broken heart; *but 
love is not fashionable any more ; the poets have 
killed it. They wrote so much about it that 
nobody believed them, and I am not surprised. 
True love suffers, and is silent. I remember 

myself once But it is no matter now. 

Romance is a thing of the past.' 
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* Nonsense 1 * said the Roman Candle, ' Rom- 
ance never dies. It is like the moon, and lives 
for ever. The bride and bridegroom, for in- 
stance, love each other very dearly. I heard 
all about them this morning from a brown-paper 
cartridge, who happened to be staying in the 
same drawer as myself, and knew the latest 
Court news.* 

But the Catherine Wheel shook her head. 
* Romance is dead, Romance is dead, Romance 
is dead,' she murmured. She was one of those 
people who think that, if you say the same 
thing over and over a great many times, it be- 
comes true in the end. 

Suddenly, a sharp, dry cough was heard, and 
they all looked round. 

It came from a tall, supercilious-looking 
Rocket, who was tied to the end of a long 
stick. He always coughed before he made any 
observation, so as to attract attention. 

* Ahem I ahem 1 ' he said, and everybody 
listened except the poor Catherine Wheel, who 
was stiU shaking her head, and murmuring, 
' Romance is dead/ 

* Order 1 order I* cried out a Cracker. He 
was something of a politician, and had always 
taken a prominent part in the local elections, so 
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he knew the proper Parliamentary expressions 
to use. 

* Quite dead/ whispered the Catherine Wheel, 
and she went off to sleep. 

As soon as there was perfect silence, the 
Rocket coughed a third time and began. He 
spoke with a very slow, distinct voice, as if he 
was dictating his memoirs, and always looked 
over the shoulder of the person to whom he 
was talking. In fact, he had a most distinguished 
manner. 

' How fortunate it is for the King's son/ he 
remarked, * that he is to be married on the very 
day on which I am to be let off. Really, if it 
had been arranged beforehand, it could not have 
turned out better for him; but Princes are 
always lucky.* 

* Dear me 1 ' said the little Squib, * I thought 
it was quite the other way, and that we were to 
be let oflPin the Prince's honour.* 

•It may be so with you/ he answered; 'in- 
deed, I have no doubt that it is, but with me it 
is difiPerent. I am a very remarkable Rocket, 
and come of remarkable parents. My mother 
was the most celebrated Catherine Wheel of 
her day, and was renowned for her graceful 
dancing. When she made her great public 
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appearance she spun round nineteen times be- 
fore she went out, and each time that she did 
so she threw into the air seven pink stars. She 
was three feet and a half in diameter, and made 
of the very best gunpowder. My father was a 
Rocket like myself, and of French extraction. 
He flew so high that the people were afraid 
that he would never come down again. He 
did, though, for he was of a kindly disposition, 
and he made a most brilliant descent in a 
shower of golden rain. The newspapers wrote 
about his performance in very flattering terms. 
Indeed, the Court Gazette called him a triumph 
of Pylotechnic art* 

'Pyrotechnic, Pyrotechnic, you mean,' said 
a Bengal Light ; * I know it is Pyrotechnic, for 
I saw it written on my own canister.* 

•Well, I said Pylotechnic,* answered the 
Rocket, in a severe tone of voice, and the 
Bengal Light felt so crushed that he began at 
once to bully the little squibs, in order to show 
that he was still a person of some importance. 

* I was saying,* continued the Rocket, ' I was 
saying What was I saying ? * 

*You were talking about yourself,' replied 
the Roman Candle. 

* Of course ; I knew I was discussing some 
a 241 



THE REMARKABLE ROCKET 

interesting subject when I was so rudely inter- 
rupted. I hate rudeness and bad manners of 
every kind, for I am extremely sensitive. No 
one in the whole world is so sensitive as I am, I 
am quite sure of that.' 

'What is a sensitive person?' said the 
Cracker to the Roman Candle. 

* A person who, because he has corns himself, 
always treads on other people's toes/ answered 
the Roman Candle in a low whisper ; and the 
Cracker nearly exploded with laughter. 

* Pray, what are you laughing at ? ' inquired 
the Rocket ; * I am not laughing.' 

' I am laughing because I am happy,' replied 
the Cracker. 

'That is a very selfish reason,' said the 
Rocket angrily. * What right have you to be 
happy ? You should be thinking about others. 
In fact, you should be thinking about me. I 
am always thinking about myself, and I expect 
everybody else to do the same. That is what 
is called sympathy. It is a beautiful virtue, and 
I possess it in a high degree. Suppose, for 
instance, anything happened to me to-night, 
what a misfortune that would be for every one I 
The Prince and Princess would never be happy 
again, their whole married life would be spoiled ; 
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and as fer the King, I know be would not get 
over iL Really, wben I hegat to rdkct on the 
importanoe oi my position, I am almost moved 
toteais.* 

* If yoa want to give pleasure to others,^ eried 
the Roman Candle, * yon had better keqp your* 
self dry/ 

* Certainly,' exclaimed the Bengal Light, who 
was now in bett^ spirits ; * that is onfy common 



'Commcm sense, indeed!* said the Rocket 
indignantly; 'you forget that I am very un- 
ccMnmon, and veiy remarkable. Why, anybody 
can have common sense, provided that they 
have no imagination. But I have imagination^ 
for I never think of things as they really are ; I 
always think of them as being quite difFerent, 
As for keeping myself dry, there is evidently no 
one here who can at all appredate an emotional 
nature. Fortunately for myself, I don't care. 
The only thing that sustains one through life 
is the consciousness of the inunense inferiority 
of everybody else, and this is a feeling that I 
have always cultivated. But none of you have 
any hearts. Here you are laugliing and making 
merry just as if the Prince and Princess had not 
just bam married.* 
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* Well, really/ exclaimed a small Fire-balloon, 
* why not ? Jt is a most joyful occasion, and 
when I soar up into the air I intend to tell the 
stars all about it. You will see them twinkle 
when I talk to them about the pretty bride.* 

*AhI what a trivial view of life I' said the 
Rocket; 'but it is only what I expected. 
There is nothing in you ; you are hollow and 
empty. Why, perhaps the Prince and Princess 
may go to live in a country where there is a 
deep river, and perhaps they may have one only 
son, a little fair-haired boy with violet eyes like 
the Prince himself; and perhaps some day he 
may go out to walk with his nurse; and per- 
haps the nurse may go to sleep under a great 
elder-tree ; and perhaps the little boy may fall 
into the deep river and be drowned. What a 
terrible misfortune I Poor people, to lose their 
only son I It is really too dreadful I I shall 
never get over it.* 

*But they have not lost their only son,' 
said the Roman Candle; 'no misfortune has 
happened to them at all.' 

'I never said that they had,' replied the 

Rocket ; ' I said that they might. If they had 

lost their only son there would be no use in 

saying anything more about the matter. I hate 
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people who cry over spilt milk. But when I 
think that they might lose their only son, I 
certainly am very much affected.' 

' You certainly are I ' cried the Bengal Light, 
'In fact, you are the most affected person I 
ever met* 

' You are the rudest person I ever met,* said 
the Rocket, 'and you cannot understand my 
friendship for the Prince.* 

* Why, you don't even know him,' growled 
the Roman Candle. 

'I never said I knew him,' answered the 
Rocket. *I dare say that if I knew him I 
should not be his friend at alL It is a very 
dangerous thing to know one's friends.' 

*You had really better keep yourself dry,* 
said the Fire-balloon. ' That is the importaiit 
thing.' 

* Very important for you, I have no doubt, 
answered the Rocket, 'but I shall weep if I 
choose ' ; and he actually burst into real tears, 
which flowed down his stick like rain-drops, 
and nearly drowned two little beetles, who were 
just thinking of setting up house together, 
and were looking for a nice dry spot to live in. 

* He must have a truly romantic nature,' said 
the Catherine Wheel, ' for he weeps when there 
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is nothing at all to weep about'; and she 
heaved a deep sigh, and thought about the 
deal box. 

But the Roman Candle and the Bengal 
Light were quite indignant, and kept saying, 
' Humbug I humbug 1 * at the top of their 
voices. They were extremely practical, and 
whenever they objected to anything they called 
it humbug. 

Then the moon rose like a wonderful silver 
shield; and the stars began to shine, and a 
sound of music came from the palace. 

The Prince and Princess were leading the 
dance. They danced so beautifully that the 
tall white lilies peeped in at the window and 
watched them, and the great red poppies nodded 
their heads and beat time. 

*Then ten o'clock struck, and then eleven, 
and then twelve, and at the last stroke of mid- 
night every one came out on the terrace, and 
the King sent ibr the Royal Pyrotechnist. 

*Let the fireworks begin,' said the King; 
and the Royal Pyrotechnist made a low bow, 
and marched down to the end of the garden. 
He had six attendants with him, each of 
whom carried a lighted torch at the end of a 
long pole. 
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It was certainly a magnificent display. 

Whizz I Whizz I went the Catherine Wheel, 
as she spun round and round. Boom I Boom I 
went the Roman Candle. Then the Squibs 
danced all over the place, and the Bengal 
Lights made everything look scarlet. * Good- 
bye,' cried the Fire-balloon, as he soared away, 
dropping tiny blue sparks. Bang 1 Bang I 
answered the Crackers, who were enjoying 
themselves immensely. Every one was a great 
success except the Remarkable Rocket. He 
was so damp with crying that he could not go 
ofi^ at alL The best thing in him was the gun- 
powder, and that was so wet with tears that it 
was of no use. All his poor relations, to whom 
he would never speak, except with a sneer, shot 
up into the sky like wonderful golden flowers 
with blossoms of fire. Huzza 1 huzza 1 cried 
the Court ; and the little Princess laughed with 
pleasure. 

• I suppose they are reserving me for some 
grand occasion,' said the Rocket : * no doubt 
that is what it means,' and he looked more 
supercilious than ever. 

The next day the workmen came to put 
everything tidy. * This is evidently a deputa- 
tion,' said the Rocket; 'I will receive them 
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with becoming dignity ' : so he put his nose in 
the air, and began to frown severely as if he 
were thinking about some very important sub- 
ject But they took no notice of him at all 
till they were just going away. Then one of 
them caught sight of him. * Hallo I ' he cried, 
*what a bad rocket T and he threw him over 
the wall into the ditch. 

'Bad Rocket? Bad Rocket?' he said, as 
he whirled through the air; impossible I 
Grand Rocket, that is what the man said. 
Bad and Grand sound very much the same, 
indeed they often are the same*; and he fell 
into the mud. 

*It is not comfortable here,* he remarked, 
* but no doubt it is some fashionable watering- 
place, and they have sent me away to recruit my 
health. My nerves are certainly very much 
shattered, and I require rest' 

Then a little Frog, with bright jewelled 
eyes, and a green mottled coat, swam up to him. 

* A new arrival, I see 1 ' said the Frog. * Well, 
after all there is nothing like mud. Give me 
rainy weather and a ditch, and I am quite 
happy. Do you think it will be a wet after- 
noon? I am sure I hope so, but the sky is 
quite blue and cloudless. What a pity i ' 
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^ Ahem I ahem I ' said the Rocket, and he be 
gan to cough. 

*What a delightful voice you havel* cried 
the Frog. * Really it is quite like a croak, and 
croaking is of cpurse the most musical sound 
m the world. You will hear our glee-club this 
evening. We sit in the old duck-pond close 
by the farmer's house, and as soon as the moon 
rises we begin. It is so entrancing that every- 
body lies awake to listen to us. In fact, it was 
only yesterday that I heard the farmer's wife 
say to her mother that she could not get a wink 
of sleep at night on account of us. It is most 
gratifying to find oneself so popular.' 

'Aheml aheml' said the Rocket angrily 
He was very much annoyed that he could not 
get a word in. 

' A delightful voice, certainly,' continued the 
Frog ; * I hope you will come over to the duck- 
pond. I am off to look for my daughters. I 
have six beautiful daughters, and I am so 
afraid the Pike may meet them. He is a per- 
fect monster, and would have no hesitation in 
breakfasting off them. Well, good-bye : I have 
enjoyed our conversation very much I assure 
you.' 

'Conversation, indeed!' said the Rocket 
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'You have talked the whole time yourself. 

That is not conversation.' 

« 

* Somebody must listen,' answered the Frog, 
'and I like to do all the talking myself. It 
saves time, and prevents arguments.' 

* But I like arguments,' said the Rocket. 

* I hope not,' said the Frog complacently. 
* Arguments are extremely vulgar, for everybody 
in good society holds exactly the same opinions. 
Good-bye a second time ; I see my daughters in 
the distance ' ; and the little Frog swam away. 

*You are a very irritating person,' said the 
Rocket, * and very ill-bred. I hate people who 
talk about themselves, as you do, when one 
wants to talk about oneself, as I do. It is what 
I call selfishness, and selfishness is a most de- 
testable thing, especially to any one of my 
temperament, for I am well known for my 
sympathetic nature. In jGact, you should take 
example by me ; you could not possibly have a 
better modeL Now that you have the chance 
you had better avail yourself of it, for I am 
going back to Court almost immediately. I 
am a great favourite at Court; in fact, the 
Prince and Princess were married yesterday in 
my honour. Of coiuise you know nothing of 
these matters, for you are a provinciaL' 
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'There is no good talking to him/ said a 
Dragon-fly, who was sitting on the top of a 
large brown bulrush ; ' no good at all, for he 
has gone away/ 

' Well, that is his loss, not mine,' answered 
the Rocket * I am not going to stop talking 
to him merely because he pays no attention. 
I like hearing myself talk. It is one of my 
greatest pleasures. I often have long conversa- 
tions all by myself, and I am so clever that 
sometimes I don't understand a single word of 
what I am saying.' 

* Then you should certainly lecture on Philo- 
sophy,' said the Dragon-fly ; and he spread a 
pair of lovely gauze wings and soared away into 
the sky. 

* How very silly of him not to stay here 1 ' 
said the Rocket. * I am sure that he has 
not often got such a chance of improving his 
mind. However, I don't care a bit. Genius 
like mine is sure to be appreciated some day ' ; 
and he sank down a little deeper into the 
mud. 

After some time a large White Duck swam 
up to him. She had yellow legs, and webbed 
feet, and was considered a great beauty on 
account of her waddle. 
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'Quack, quack, quack/ she said. 'What 
a curious shape you are! May I ask were 
you bom like that, or is it the result of an 
accident V 

'It is quite evident that you have always 
lived in the country/ answered the Rocket, 
* otherwise you would know who I am. How- 
ever, I excuse your ignorance. It would be 
unfair to expect other people to be as remark- 
able as oneself. You will no doubt be surprised 
to hear that I can fly up into the sky, and come 
down in a shower of golden rain.' 

' I don't think much of that/ said the Duck, 
'as I cannot see what use it is to any one. 
Now, if you could plough the fields like the 
ox, or draw a cart like the horse, or look after 
the sheep like the collie-dog, that would be 
something.' 

'My good creature,' cried the Rocket in a 
very haughty tone of voice, 'I see that you 
belong to the lower orders. A person of my 
position is never useful. We have certain ac- 
complishments, and that is more than sufficient. 
I have no sympathy myself with industry of 
any kind, least of all with such industries as 
you seem to recommend. Indeed, I have 
always been of opinion that hard work is simply 
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the refuge of people who have nothing whatever 
to do/ 

*Well, well/ said the Duck, who was of a 
very peaceable disposition, and never quarrelled 
witii any one, 'everybody has different tastes. 
I hope, at any rate, that you are going to take 
up your residence here.* 

* Oh dear no 1 ' cried the Rocket. * I am 
merely a visitor, a distinguished visitor. The 
fact is that I find this place rather tedious. 
There is neither society here, nor solitude. 
In fact, it is essentially suburban. I shall 
probably go back to Court, for I know that 
I am destined to make a sensation in the 
world.* 

' I had thoughts of entering public life once 
myself,' remarked the Duck; 'there are so 
many things that need reforming. Indeed, I 
took the chair at a meeting some time ago, and 
we passed resolutions condemning everything 
that we did not like. However, they did not 
seem to have much efiect. Now I go in for 
domesticity, and look after my family.* 

* I am made for public life,' said the Rocket, 
* and so are all my relations, even the humblest 
of them. Whenever we appear we excite great 
attention. I have not actuadly appeared myself, 

258 



THE REMARKABLE ROCKET 

but when I do so it will be a magnificent sight. 
As for domesticity, it ages one rapidly, and 
distracts one's mind from higher things/ 

* Ah ! the higher things of life, how fine they 
are I ' said the Duck ; ' and that reminds me 
how hungry I feel': and she swam away 
down the stream, saying, * Quack, quack, 
quack.' 

'Come backl come back!' screamed the 
Rocket, *I have a great deal to say to you'; 
but the Duck paid no attention to him. ' I am 
glad that she has gone,' he said to himself, ' she 
has a decidedly middle-class mind'; and he 
sank a little deeper still into the mud, and be- 
gan to think about the loneliness of genius, 
when suddenly two little boys in white smocks 
came running down the bank, with a kettle 
and some faggots. 

'This must be the deputation,' said the 
Rocket, and he tried to look very dignified. 

* Hallo 1 ' cried one of the boys, * look at this 
old stick ! I wonder how it came here ' ; and he 
picked the Rocket out of the ditch. 

* Old Stick 1 ' said the Rocket, ' impossible 1 
Gk)LD Stick, that is what he said. Gk>ld Stick 
is very complimentary. In fact, he mistakes me 
for one of the Court dignitaries 1 ' 
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' Let us put it into the fire 1 * said the other 
boy, ' it will help to boil the kettle.' 

So they piled the faggots together, and put 
the Rocket on top, and lit the fire. 

* This is magnificent,* cried the Rocket ; ' they 
are going to let me ofi^ in Inroad daylight, so 
that every one can see me.' 

' We will go to sleep now,' they said, ' and 
when we wake up the kettle will be boUed'; 
and they lay down on the grass, and shut their 
eyes. 

The Rocket was very damp, so he took a 
long time to bum. At last, however, the fire 
caught him. 

'Now I am going off!' he cried, and he 
made himself very stifi^ and straight. ' I know 
I shall go much higher than the stars, much 
higher than the moon, much higher than the 
sun. In fact, I shall go so high that ' 

Fizz 1 Fizz I Fizz i and he went strai^t up 
into the air. 

' Delightful 1 ' he cried, 'I shall go on like 
this for ever. What a success I am I ' 

But nobody saw him. 

Then he began to feel a curious tingling 
sensation all over him. 

* Now I am going to explode,' he cried * I 
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shall set the whole world on fire, and make such 
a noise that nobody will talk about anything 
else for a whole year/ And he certainly did 
explode. Bang I Bang 1 Bang 1 went the gun- 
powder. There was no doubt • about it. 

But nobody heard him, not even the two little 
boys, for they were sound asleep. 

Then all that was left of him was the stick, 
and this fell down on the back of a Gk>ose who 
was taking a walk by the side of the ditch. 

'Gtood heavens 1* eried the Goose. *It is 
going to rain sticks ' ; and she rushed into the 
water. 

'I knew 1 should create a great isensation 
gasped the Rocket, and he went out ^ 
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'You have talked the whole time yourself. 

That is not conversation.' 

« 

' Somebody must listen/ answered the Frog, 
'and I like to do all the talking myself. It 
saves time, and prevents arguments.' 

' But I like arguments/ said the Rocket. 

' I hope not/ said the Frog complacently. 
* Arguments are extremely vulgar, for everybody 
in good society holds exactly the same opinions. 
Good-bye a second time ; I see my daughters in 
the distance ' ; and the little Frog swam away. 

*You are a very irritating person/ said the 
Rocket, ' and very ill-bred. I hate people who 
talk about themselves, as you do, when one 
wants to talk about oneself, as I do. It is what 
I call selfishness, and selfishness is a most de- 
testable thing, especially to any one of my 
temperament, for I am well known for my 
sympathetic nature. In jGact, you should take 
example by me ; you could not possibly have a 
better modeL Now that you have the chance 
you had better avail yourself of it, for I am 
going back to Court almost immediately. I 
am a great favourite at Court; in fact, the 
Prince and Princess were married yesterday in 
my honour. Of course you know nothing of 
these matters, for you are a provincial* 
250 



THE REMARKABLE ROCKET 



'There is no good talking to him/ said a 
Dragon-fly, who was sitting on the top of a 
large brown bulrush ; ' no good at all, for he 
has gone away.' 

' Well, that is his loss, not mine,' answered 
the Rocket ' I am not going to stop talking 
to him merely because he pays no attention. 
I like hearing myself talk. It is one of my 
greatest pleasures. I often have long conversa- 
tions all by myself, and I am so clever that 
sometimes I don't understand a single word of 
what I am saying.' 

* Then you should certainly lecture on Philo- 
sophy/ said the Dragon-fly; and he spread a 
pair of lovely gauze wings and soared away into 
the sky. 

* How very silly of him not to stay here ! ' 
said the Rocket. * I am sure that he has 
not often got such a chance of improving his 
mind. However, I don't care a bit. Genius 
like mine is sure to be appreciated some day ' ; 
and he sank down a little deeper into the 
mud. 

After some time a large White Duck swam 
up to him. She had yellow legs, and webbed 
feet, and was considered a great beauty on 
account of her waddle. 
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you will be able to understand a little of 
why I am writing, and in this manner 
writing. . . • 

A week later, I am transferred here. 
Three more months go over and my 
mother dies. No one knew how deeply 
I loved and honoured her. Her death 
was terrible to me; but I, once a lord 
of language, have no words in which to 
express my anguish and my shame. Never 
even in the most perfect days of my de- 
velopment as an artist could I have found 
words fit to bear so august a burden ; or 
to move with sufficient stateliness of music 
through the purple pageant of my incom- 
municable woe. She and my father had 
bequeathed me a name they had made 
noble and honoured, not merely in litera- 
ture, art, archaeology, and science, but in 
the public history of my own country, in 
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its evolution as a nation. I had dis- 
graced that name eternally. I had made 
it a low byword among low people. I 
had dragged it through the very mire. I 
had given it to brutes that they might 
make it brutal, and to fools that they 
might turn it into a synonym for folly. 
What I suffered then, and still suffer, is 
not for pen to write or paper to record. 
My wife, always kind and gentle to me, 
rather than that I should hear the news 
from indifferent lips, travelled, ill as she 
was, all the way from Genoa to England 
to break to me herself the tidings of so 
irreparable, so irredeemable, a loss. Mes- 
sages of sympathy reached me from all 
who had still affection for me. Even 
people who had not known me person- 
ally, hearing that a new sorrow had broken 
into my life, wrote to ask that some ex- 
c 88 



DE PROFUNDIS 

pression of their- condolence should be 
conveyed to me. • • • 

Three months go over. The calendar 
of my daily conduct and labour that hangs 
on the outside of my cell door, with my 
name and sentence written upon it, tells 
me that it is May. • • • 

Prosperity, pleasure and success, may 
be rough of grain and common in fibre, 
but sorrow is the most sensitive of all 
created things. There is nothing that 
stirs in the whole world of thought to 
which sorrow does not vibrate in terrible 
and exquisite pulsation. The thin beaten- 
out leaf of tremulous gold that chronicles 
the direction of forces the eye cannot see 
is in comparison coarse. It is a wound 
that bleeds when any hand but that of 
love touches it, and even then must bleed 
again, though not in pain. 
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Where there is sorrow there is holy 
ground. Some day people will realise 
what that means. They will know nothing 

of life till they do. and natures like 

his can realise it. When I was brought 
down from my prison to the Court of 

Bankruptcy, between two policemen, 

waited in the long dreary corridor that, 
before the whole crowd, whom an action so 
sweet and simple hushed into silence, he 
might gravely raise his hat to me, as, 
handcuffed and with bowed head, I passed 
him by. Men have gone to heaven for 
smaller things than that. It was in this 
spirit, and with this mode of love, that the 
saints knelt down to wash the feet of the 
poor, or stooped to kiss the leper on the 
cheek. I have never said one single word 
to him about what he did. I do not know 
to the present moment whether he is aware 
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that I was even conscious of his action. It is 
not a thing for which one can render formal 
thanks in formal words. I store it in the 
treasure-house of my heart. I keep it there 
as a secret debt that I am glad to think I 
can never possibly repay. It is embalmed 
and kept sweet by the myrrh and cassia of 
many tears. When wisdom has been profit- 
less to me, philosophy barren, and the 
proverbs and phrases of those who have 
sought to give me consolation as dust and 
ashes in my mouth, the memory of that 
little, lovely, silent act of love has unsealed 
for me all the wells of pity: made the 
desert blossom like a rose, and brought me 
out of the bitterness of lonely exile into 
harmony with the wounded, broken, and 
great heart of the world. When people 
are able to understand, not merely how 

beautiful 's action was, but why it 
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meant so much to me, and always will 

mean so much, then, perhaps, they will 

realise how and in what spirit they should 

approach me. • • • 

• • • • • 

The first volume of Poems that in the 
very springtide of his manhood a young 
man sends forth to the world should be 
like a blossom or flower of spring, like the 
white thorn in the meadow at Magdalen or 
the cowslips in the Cumnor fields. It 
should not be burdened by the weight of a 
terrible and revolting tragedy ; a terrible 
revolting scandal. If I had allowed my 
name to serve as herald to such a book, it 
would have been a grave artistic error ; it 
would have brought a wrong atmosphere 
round the whole work and in modem art 
atmosphere counts for so much. Modem 
life is complex and relative ; those are its 
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two distinguishing notes; to render the 
first we require atmosphere with its subtlety 
of niuinces, of suggestion, of strange per- 
spectives; as for the second we require 
background. That is why sculpture has 
ceased to be a representative art and why 
music is a representative art and why 
literature is, and has been and always will 
remain the supreme representative art • • • 
• • • • • 

Every twelve weeks R writes to me 

a littie budget of literary news. Nothing 
can be more charming than his letters, in 
their wit, their clever concentrated criti- 
cism, their light touch : they are real letters, 
they are like a person talking to one ; they 
have the quality of a French causerie irir 
time : and in his delicate mode of deference 
to me, appealing at one time to my judg- 
ment, at another to my sense of humour, 
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at another to my instinct for beauty or to 
my cultmre, and reminding me in a hundred 
subtle ways that once I was to many 
arbiter of style in art ; the supreme arbiter 
to some; he shows how he has the tact 
of love as well as the tact of literature. 
His letters have been the messengers be- 
tween me and that beautiful unreal world 
of art where once I was King, and would 
have remained King indeed, had I not let 
myself be lured into the imperfect world 
of coarse uncompleted passion, of appetite 
without distinction, desire without limit, 
and formless greed. Yet when all is said 

surely might have been able to 

understand or conceive, at any rate that 
on the ordinary grounds of mere psycho- 
logical curiosity it would have been more 

interesting to me to hear from than to 

learn that Alfred Austin was trying to 

89 



DE PROFUNDIS 

bring out a volume of poems ; that Greorge 
Street was writing dramatic criticism for 
the Daily Chronicle \ or that by one who 
cannot speak a panegyric without stammer- 
ing, Mrs. Meynell had been pronounced to 
be the new Sibyl of style. • 
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Other miserable men when they are 
thrown into prison, if they are robbed of 
the beauty of the world are at least safe in 
some measure from the world's most deadly 
slings, most awful arrows. They can hide 
in the darkness of their cells and of their 
very disgrace make a mode of sanctuary. 
The world having had its will goes its way, 
and they are left to suffer undisturbed. 
With me it has been different Sorrow 
after sorrow has come beating at the prison 
doors in search of me ; they have opened 
the gates wide and let them in. Hardly if 
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at all have my firiends been suffered to see 
me. But my enemies have had full access 
to me always ; twice in my public appear- 
ances in the Bankruptcy Court; twice 
again in my public transferences fix>m one 
prison to another have I been shown under 
conditions of unspeakable humiliation to 
the gaze and mockery of men. The 
messenger of Death has brought me his 
tidings and gone his way ; and in entire 
solitude and isolated fix>m all that could 
give me comfort or suggest relief I have 
had to bear the intolerable burden of 
misery and remorse, which the memory 
of my mother placed upon me and places 
on me stilL Hardly has that wound been 
dulled, not healed, by time, when violent 
and bitter and harsh letters come to me 
from solicitors. I am at once taunted and 
threatened with poverty. That I can bear. 
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I can school myself to worse than that; 
but my two children are taken from me 
by legal procedure. That is, and always 
will remain to me a source of infinite 
distress, of infinite pain, of grief without 
end or limit. That the law should decide 
and take upon itself to decide that I am 
one unfit to be with my own children is 
something quite horrible to me. The 
disgrace of prison is as nothing compared 
with it I envy the other men who tread 
the yard along with me. I am sure that 
their children wait for them, look for their 
coming, will be sweet to them. 

The poor are wiser, more charitable, more 
kind, more sensitive than we are. In their 
eyes prison is a tragedy in a man's life, a 
misfortune, a casualty, something that 
calls for sympathy in others. They speak 
of one who is in prison as of one who is 
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' in trouble * simply. It is the phrase they 
always use, and the expression has the 
perfect wisdom of love in it With people 
of our own rank it is different. With us, 
prison makes a man a pariah* I, and such 
as I am, have hardly any right to air and 
sun. Our presence taints the pleasures 
of others. We are unwelcome when we 
reappear. To revisit the glimpses of the 
moon is not for us. Our very children 
are taken away. Those lovely links with 
humanity are broken. We are doomed to 
be solitary, while our sons still live. We 
are denied the one thing that might heal 
us and keep us, that might bring balm to 
the bruised heart, and peace to the soul in 
pain. 
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I must say to myself that I ruined/ 
myself, and that nobody great or small 
can be ruined except by his own hand. I 
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am quite ready to say so. I am tiying to 
say so, though they may not think it at 
the present moment. This pitiless indict- 
ment I bring without pity against myself. 
Terrible as was what the world did to me, 
what I did to myself was far more terrible 
stilL 

I was a man who stood in symboUc re- 
lations to the art and culture of my age. 
I had realised this for myself at the very 
dawn of my manhood, and had forced my 
age to realise it afterwards. Few men 
hold such a position in their own life- 
time, and have it so acknowledged. It 
is usually discerned, if discerned at all, 
by the historian, or the critic, long after 
both the man and his age have passed 
away. With me it was different. I felt 
it myself, and made others feel it. Byron 
was a symbolic figure, but his relations 
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were to the passion of his age and its 
weariness of passion. Mine were to some- 
thing more noble, more permanent, of 
more vital issue, of larger scope. 

The gods had g^ven me almost every* 
thing. I had genius, a distinguished name, 
high social position, brilliancy, intellec- 
tual daring; I made art a philosophy and 
philosophy an art: I altered the minds ; 
of men and the colours of things : there 
was nothing I said or did that did not\ 
make people wonder. I took the drama, / 
the most objective form known to art, \ 
and made it as personal a mode of ex- ^ 
pression as the Ijnc or sonnet; at the 
same time I widened its range and en- \ 
riched its characterisation. Drama, novel, ' 
poem in prose, poem in rhyme, subtle or ^ 
fantastic dialogue, whatever I touched, I 
made beautiful in a new mode of beauty : 
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to truth itself I gave what is false no 
less than what is true as its rightful pro- 
vince, and showed that the false and the 
true are merely forms of intellectual exist- 
ence. I treated art as the supreme reality 
and life as a mere mode of fiction. I 
awoke the imagination of my century so 
that it created myth and legend around 
me. I summed up all systems in a phrase 
and all exbtence in an epigram. Along 
with these things I had things that were 
different. But I let myself be lured into 
long spells of senseless and sensual ease. 
I amused myself with being 9l Jldneur^ a 
dandy, a man of fashion. I surrounded 
myself with the smaller natures and the 
meaner minds. I became the spendthrift 
of my own genius, and to waste an eternal 
youth gave me a curious joy. Tired of 
being on the heights, I deliberately went 
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to the depths in the search for new sensa- 
tion. What the paradox was to me in 
the sphere of thought, perversity became 
to me in the sphere of passion. Desire, 
at the end, was a malady, or a madness, 
or both. I grew careless of the lives of 
others. I took pleasure where it pleased 
me, and passed on. I forgot that every 
little action of the conmion day makes or 
unmakes character, and that therefore what 
one has done in the secret chamber one 
has some day to cry aloud cm the house- 
tops. A I ceased to be lord over mysel£ 
I was no longer the captain of my soul, 
and did not know it I allowed pleasure 
to dominate me. I ended in horrible dis- 
grace. There is only one thing for me 
now, absolute humility. 

I have lain in ^ison for nearly two 
years. Out of my nature has crane wild 
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despair; an abandonment to grief that 
was piteous even to look at; terrible and 
impotent rage ; bitterness and scorn ; 
anguish that wept aloud; misery that 
could find no voice; sorrow that was 
dumb. I have passed through every pos- 
sible mood of suffering. Better than 
Wordsworth himself I know what Words- 
worth meant when he said — 

' Suffering is pennanent^ obscure, and dark. 
And lias the nature of infinity/ 

But while there were times when I re- 
joiced in the idea that my sufferings were 
to be endless, I could not bear them to be 
without meaning. Now I find hidden some- 
where away in my nature something that 
tells me that nothing in the whole world 
is meaningless, and suffering least of all. 
That something hidden away in my nature, 
like a treasure in a field, is Humili ty, 
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It is the last thin^ left in me, and die 
best: the ultimate discoTery at which I 
haTe aniTed, the starting-point for a fresh 
derdc^ment. It has come to me n^t 
oot ci mysdC so I know that it has come 
at the proper time. It could not haTc 
come before, nor later. Had any one 
told me erf' it, I would have rejected iL 
Had it been brought to me, I would have 
refused iL As I found it, I want to 
ke^ it I must do so. It is the one 
thing that has in it the elements c£ life, 
ci a new life, a FUa Xmocg for me. Of 
all things it is the strangest; one cannot 
give it away and another may not gire it 
to one. One cannot acquire it except by 
surraidering ereiything that one has. It 
is only when one has lost all tlungs, tiiat 
one knows that one possesses iL 

Now I have realised that it is in me, 
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I see quite clearly what I ought to do; 
in fact, must do. And when I use such 
a phrase as that, I need not say that I 
am not alluding to any external sanction 
or command. I admit none. I am far 
more of an individualist than I ever was. 
Nothing seems to me of the smallest 
value except what one gets out of one- 
sel£| My nature is seeking a fresh mode 
of self-realisation. That is all I am con- 
cerned with. And the first thing that I 
have got to do is to free myself from 
any possible bitterness of feeling against 
the world. 

I am completely penniless, and absolutely 
homeless. Yet there are worse things in 
the world than that. I am quite candid 
when I say that rather than go out from 
this prison with bitterness in my heart 
against the world, I would gladly and 
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readily beg my bread from door to door. 
If I got nothing from the house of the 
rich I would get something at the house 
of the poor. Those who have much are 
often greedy ; those who have little always 
share. I would not a bit mind sleeping 
in the cool grass in summer, and when 
winter came on sheltering myself by the 
warm close-thatched rick, or under the 
penthouse of a great bam, provided I had 
love in my heart. The external things 
of life seem to me now of no importance 
at alL You can see to what intensity of 
individualism I have arrived— or am arriv- 
ing rather, for the journey is long, and 
* where I walk there are thorns.' 

Of course I know that to ask alms on 
the highway is not to be my lot, and 
that if ever I lie in the cool grass at 
night-time it wiU be to write sonnets to 
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the moon. When I go out of prison, 

R will be waitmg for me on the other 

side of the big iron-studded gate, and he 
is the symbol, not merely of his own 
affection, but of the affection of many 
others besides. I believe I am to have 
enough to live on for about eighteen 
months at any rate, so that if I may 
not write beautiful books, I may at least 
read beautiful books; and what joy can 
be greater ? After that, I hope to be able 
to recreate my creative faculty. 

But were things different: had I not 
a friend left in the world; were there 
not a single house open to me in pity; 
had I to accept the wallet and ragged 
cloak of sheer penury: as long as I am 
free from all resentment, hardness, and 
scorn, I would be able to face the life 
with much more calm and confidence 
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DE PROFUNDIS 

one becomes. It is well to have learned 
that. 

Religion does not help me. The faith 
that others give to what is unseen^ I give 
to what one can touchy and look at. My 
gods dwell in temples made with hands; 
and within the circle of actual experience 
is my creed made perfect and complete: 
too complete, it may be, for like many or 
all of those who have placed their heaven 
in this earth, I have found in it not merely 
the beauty of heaven, but the horror of 
hell also. When I think about religion 
at all, I feel as if I would like to found an 
order for those who cannot believe: the 
Confraternity of the Fatherless ^ one might 

^ In the early editions the word read FaUhi§ii. Wilde's 
writing, osaally so clear^ was sometimes cramped in the MSS. 
of De Pn^ndU, I read it^ however, FaiUhk»9 until some one 
pointed out to me that from the context it must be Father- 
leu ; an expert on handwriting has decided in fsTonr of the 
new reading. 
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call it, where on an altar, on which no 
taper burned, a priest, in whose heart 
peace had no dwelling, might celebrate 
with unblessed bread and a chalice empty 
of wine. Every thing to be true must 
become a religion. And agnosticism 
should have its ritual no less than faitL 
It has sown its martyrs, it should reap 
its saints, and praise God daily for having 
hidden Himself from man. But whether 
it be faith or agnosticism, it must be 
nothing external to me. Its symbols 
must be of my own creating. Only that 
is spiritual which makes its own form. 
If I may not find its secret within myself, 
I shall never find it : if I have not got it 
already, it will never come to me. 

Reason does not help me. It tells 
me that the laws under which I am con- 
victed are wrong and unjust laws, and 
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the system under which I have suffered 
a wrong and unjust system. But, some- 
how» I have got to make both of these 
things just and right to me. And exactly 
as in Art one is only concerned with 
what a particular thing is at a particular 
moment to oneself, so it is also in the 
ethical evolution of one's character. I 
have got to make everything that has 
happened to me good for me. The 
plank bed, the loathsome food, the hard 
ropes shredded into oakum till one's 
finger - tips grow dull with pain, the 
menial offices with which each day be^ns 
and finishes, the harsh orders that routine 
seems to necessitate, the dreadful dress 
that makes sorrow grotesque to look 
at, the silence, the solitude, the shame — 
each and all of these things I have to 
transform into a spiritual experience. 
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There is not a single degradation of the 
body which I must not try and make into 
a spiritualising of the souL 

I want to get to the point when 1 
shall be able to say quite simply, and 
without affectation, that the two great 
turning-points in my life were when my 
£Either sent me to Oxford, and when 
society sent me to prison. I will not 
say that prison is the best thing that 
could have happened to me; for that \ 
phrase would savour of too great bitter- \ 
ness towards myself. I would sooner say, \ 
or hear it said of me, that I was so typical \ 
a child of my age, that in my perversity, 
and for that perversity's sake, 1 turned j 

the good things of my life to evil, and 
the evil things of my life to good. 

What is said, however, by myself or 
by others, matters little. The important 
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thing, the thing that lies before me, the 
thing that I have to do, if the brief 
remainder of my days is not to be 
maimed, marred, and incomplete, is to 
absorb into my natmre all that has been 
done to me, to make it part of me, to 
accept it without complaint, fear, or re- 
luctance. The supreme vice is shallow- 
ness. Whatever is realised is right. 

« 

When first I was put mto prison some 
people advised me to try and forget who 
I was. It was ruinous advice. It is 
only by realising what I am that I have 
found comfort of any kind. Now I am 
advised by others to try on my release 
to forget that I have ever been in a 
prison at alL I know that would be 
equally fataL It would mean tliat I 
would always be haunted by an intoler- 
able sense of disgrace, and that those 
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things that are meant for me as much 
as for anybody else — the beauty of 
the sun and moon» the pageant of the 
seasons, the music of daybreak and the 
silence of great nights, the rain falling 
through the leaves, or the dew creeping 
over the grass and making it silver — 
would all be tainted for me, and lose 
their healing power and their power of 
communicating joy. To regret one's own 
experiences is to arrest one's own develop- 
ment. To deny one's own experiences is 
to put a lie into the lips of one's own life. 
It is no less than a denial of the souL 

For just as the body absorbs things of 
all kinds, things common and unclean no 
less than those that the priest or a vision 
has cleansed, and converts them into swift- 
ness or strength, into the play of beautiHd 
muscles and the moulding of fair flesh, into 
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the curves and colours of the hair» the lips, 
the eye; so the soul in its turn has its 
nutritive functions also, and can transform 
into noble moods of thought and passions 
of high import what in itself is base, cruel, 
and degrading; nay, more, may find in 
these its most august modes of assertion, 
and can often reveal itself most perfectly 
through what was intended to desecrate 
or destroy. 

The fact of my having been the common 
prisoner of a common gaol I must frankly 
accept, and, curious as it may seem, one 
of the things I shall have to teach myself 
is not to be ashamed of it. I must accept 
it as a pimishment, and if one is ashamed of 
having been punished, one might just as 
well never have been punished at alL Of 
course there are many things of which I 
was convicted that I had not done, but 
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then there are many things of which I was 
convicted that I had done, and a still 
greater number of things in my life for 
which I was never indicted at all. And 
as the gods are strange, and pmiish us for 
what is good and humane in us as much 
as for what is evil and perverse, I must 
accept the fact that one is punished for the 
good as well as for the evil that one does. 
I have no doubt that it is quite right one 
should be. It helps one, or should help 
one, to realise both, and not to be too 
conceited about either. And if I then am 
not ashamed of my punishment, as I hope 
not to be, I shall be able to think, and 
walk, and live with freedom. 

Many men on their release carry their 
prison about with them into the air, and 
hide it as a secret disgrace in their hearts, 
and at length, like poor poisoned things, 

61 



DE PROFUNDIS 

creep into some hole and die. It is 
wretched that they should have to do so, 
and it is wrong, terribly wrong, of society 
that it should force them to do so. Society 
takes upon itself the right to inflict appal- 
ling punishment on the individual, but it 
also has the supreme vice of shallowness, 
and fails to realise what it has done. When 
the man's punishment is over, it leaves 
him to himself; that is to say, it abandons 
him at the very moment when its highest 
duty towards him begins. It is really 
ashamed of its own actions, and shuns 
those whom it has punished, as people shun 
a creditor whose debt they cannot pay, or 
one on whom they have inflicted an irre- 
parable, an irredeemable wrong. I can 
claim on my side that if I realise what I 
have suffered, society should realise what 
it has inflicted on me; and that there 
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should be no bitterness or hate on either 
side. 

Of course I know that from one point 
of view things will be made different for 
me than for others; must indeed, by the 
very nature of the case, be made sa The 
poor thieves and outcasts who are im- 
prisoned here with me are in many respects 
more fortunate than I am. The little way 
in grey city or green field that saw their 
sin is small; to find those who know 
nothing of what they have done they need 
go no further than a bird might fiy between 
the twilight at dawn and dawn itself: but 
for me the world is shriveUed to a hands- 
breadth, and everywhere I turn my name 
is written on the rocks in lead. For I have 
come, not from obscurity into the momen- 
tary notoriety of crime, but from a sort of 
eternity of fame to a sort of eternity of 
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infamy, and sometimes seem to myself to 
have shown, if indeed it required showing, 
that between the famous and the infamous 
there is but one step, if as much as one. 

Still, in the very fact that people will 
recognise me wherever I go, and know all 
about my life, as far as its follies go, I can 
discern something good for me. It will 
force on me the necessity of again asserting 
myself as an artist, and as soon as I pos- 
sibly can. If I can produce only one 
beautiful work of art I shall be able to rob 
malice of its venom, and cowardice of its 
sneer, and to pluck out the tongue of sconi 
by the roots. 

And if life be, as it surely is, a problem 
to me, I am no less a problem to life. 
People must adopt some attitude towards 
me, and so pass judgment both on them- 
selves and me. I need not say I am not 
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talking of particular individuals. The 
only people I would care to be with now 
are artists and people who have sufTered : 
those who know what beauty is, and thoM 
who know what sorrow is: nobody else 
interests me. Nor am I making any 
demands on life. In all that I have said I 
am simply concerned with my own mental 
attitude towards life as a whole; and I 
feel that not to be ashamed of having been 
punished is one of the first points I must 
attain to, for the sake ci my own ferfeo 
tion, and because I am so imperfect 

Then I must learn bow to be happy. 
Once I knew it, or thoogbt I knew it, by 
instinct It was always sprmgtiroe anee 
in my bearL My temperament was akm 
to joy. I fOled my Kfe to the very brim 
with pleasOTe, m one might ffll a eop to 
the very brim with wine )(ow I mm 
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approaching life from a completely new 
standpoint, and even to conceive happiness 
is often extremely difficult for me. I 
remember during my first term at Oxford 
reading in Pater's Renaissance — that book 
which has had such strange influence over 
my life — how Dante places low in the 
Inferno those who wilfully live in sadness ; 
and going to the college hbrary and turning 
to the passage in the Divine Comedy where 
beneath the dreary marsh lie those who 
were 'sullen in the sweet air/ saying for 
ever and ever through their sighs — 

' Tristi fummo 
Nell' aere dolce, che dal sol s'allegra.* 

I knew the Church condemned accidia, but 
the whole idea seemed to me quite fan- 
tastic, just the sort of sin, I fancied, a 
priest who knew nothing about real life 
would invent. Nor could I understand 
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how Dante, who says that * sorrow re- 
marries us to God/ could have been so 
harsh to those who were enamoured of 
melancholy, if any such there really were. 
I had no idea that some day this would 
become to me one of the greatest tempta- 
tions of my life. 

While I was in Wandsworth prison 
I longed to die. It was my one desire. 
When after two months in the infirmary 
I was transferred here, and found myself 
growing gradually better in physical health, 
I was filled with rage. I determined to 
commit suicide on the very day on which 
I left prison. After a time that evil mooA 
passed away, and I made up my mind to 
live, but to wear gloom as a king wears 
purple: never to smile again: to turn 
whatever house I entered into a house of 
mourning : to make my friends walk slowly 
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in sadness with me: to teach them that 
melancholy is the true secret of life : to 
maim them with an alien sorrow : to mar 
them with my own pain. Now I feel 
quite differently. I see it would be both 
ungrateful and unkind of me to pull so 
long a face that when my friends came to 
see me they would have to make their 
faces still longer in order to show their 
sympathy; or, if I desired to entertain 
them, to invite them to sit down silently 
to bitter herbs and funeral baked meats. 
I must learn how to be cheerful and 
happy. 

• The last two occasions on which I was 
allowed to see my friends here, I tried to 
be as cheerful as possible, and to show my 
cheerfulness, in order to make them some 
slight return for their trouble in coming 
all the way from town to see me. It is 
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only a slight return, I know, but it is the 
one, I feel certain, that pleases them most 

I saw R for an hour on Saturday 

week, and I tried to give the fullest pos- 
sible expression of the delight I really felt 
at our meeting. And that, in the views 
and ideas I am here shaping for myself, I 
am quite right is shown to me by the fact 
that now for the first time since my im- 
prisonment I have a real desire for life. 

There is before me so much to do that 
I would regard it as a terrible tragedy if 
I died before I was allowed to complete 
at any rate a little of it I see new 
developments in art and life, each one of 
which is a firesh mode of perfection. I 
long to live so that I can explore what is 
no less than a new world to me. Do you 
want to know what this new world is? 
I think you can guess what it is. It is 
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the world in which I have been Uving. 
Sorrow, then, and all that it teaches one, 
is my new world. 

I used to live entirely for pleasure. I 
shunned suffering and sorrow of every 
kind. I hated both. I resolved to ignore 
them as far as possible: to treat them, 
that is to say, as modes of imperfection. 
They were not part of my scheme of life. 
They had no place in my philosophy. My 
mother, who knew life as a whole, used 
often to quote to me Goethe's lines — 
written by Carlyle in a book he had given 
her years ago, and translated by him, I 
fancy, also i— 

' Who never ate his bread in sorrow. 
Who never spent the midnight hours 
Weeping and waiting for the morrow, — 
He knows you not, ye heavenly powers/ 

They were the lines which that noble 
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Queen of Prussia, whom Napoleon treated 
with such coarse brutality, used to quote 
in her humiliation and exile; they were 
the lines my mother often quoted in the 
troubles of her later life. I absolutely 
declined to accept or admit the enormous 
truth hidden in them. I could not under- 
stand it. I remember quite well how I 
used to tell her that I did not want to eat 
my bread in sorrow, or to pass any night 
weeping and watching for a more bitter 
dawn. 

I had no idea that it was one of the 
special things that the Fates had in store 
for me : that for a whole year of my life, 
indeed, I was to do little else. But so has 
my portion been meted out to me; and 
during the last few months I have, after 
terrible difficulties and struggles, been able 
to comprehend some of the lessons hidden 

71 



DE PROFUNDIS 

in the heart of pain. Clergymen and 
people who use phrases without wisdom 
sometimes talk of suffering as a mystery. 
It is really a revelation. One discerns 
things one never discerned before. One 
approaches the whole of history from a 
different standpoint. What one had felt 
dimly, through instinct, about art, is intel- 
lectually and emotionally realised with 
perfect clearness of vision and absolute 
intensity of apprehension. 

I now see that sorrow, being the supreme 
emotion of which man is capable, is at 
once the type and test of all great art. 
What the artist is always looking for is 
the mode of existence in which soul and 
body are one and mdivisible : in which the 
outward is expressive of the inward: in 
which form reveals. Of such modes of 
existence there are not a few : youth and 
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the arts preoccupied with youth may serve 
as a model for us at one moment: at 
another we may like to think that, in its 
subtlety and sensitiveness of impression, 
its suggestion of a spirit dwelling in ex- 
ternal things and making its raiment of 
earth and air, of mist and city alike, and 
in its morbid sympathy of its moods, and 
tones, and colours, modem landscape art 
is realising for us pictorially what was 
realised in such plastic perfection by the 
Greeks. Music, in which all subject is 
absorbed in expression and cannot be sepa- 
rated from it, is a complex example, and 
a flower or a child a simple example, of 
what I mean; but sorrow is the ultimate 
type both in life and art. 

Behind joy and laughter there may be 
a temperament, coarse, hard and callous. 
But behind sorrow there is always sorrow. 
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Lin, unlike pleasure, wears no mask. 
Truth in^art is not any correspondence 
between the essential idea and the acci- 
dental existence ; it is not the resemblance 
of shape to shadow, or of the form 
mirrored in the crystal to the form itself; 
it is no echo coming from a hollow hill, 
any more than it is a silver well of water 
in the valley that shows the moon to the 
moon and Narcissus to Narcissus. Truth 
in art is the unity of a thing with itself: 
the outward rendered expressive of the 
inward: the soul made incarnate: the 
body instinct with spirit. For this reason 
there is no truth comparable to sorrow. 
There are times when sorrow seems to me 
to be the only truth. Other things may 
be illusions of the eye or the appetite, 
made to blind the one and cloy the other, 
but out of sorrow have the worlds been 
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built, and at the birth of a child or a star 
there is pain. 

More than this, there is about sorrow an 
intense, an extraordinary reality. I have 
said of myself thatJM^as one who stood in 
symbolic relations to the art and culture 
of my age. There is not a single wretched 
man in this wretched place along with me 
who does not stand in symbolic relation to 
the very secret of life. For the secret of 
life is suffering. It is what is hidden 
behind everything. When we begin to 
live, what is sweet is so sweet to us, and 
what is bitter so bitter, that we inevitably 
direct all our desires towards pleasures, 
and seek not merely for a ^ month or twain 
to feed on honeycomb,' but for all our 
years to taste no other food, ignorant all 
the while that we may really be starving 
the souL 

75 



DE PROFUNDIS 

I remember talking once on this subject 
to one of the most beautiful personalities I 
have ever known : ^ a woman, whose sym- 
pathy and noble kindness to me, both 
before and since the tragedy of my im- 
prisonment, have been beyond power and 
description; one who has really assisted 
me, though she does not know it, to bear 
the burden of my troubles more than any 
one else in the whole world has, and all 
through the mere fact of her existence, 
through her being what she is — ^partly an 
ideal and partly an influence : a suggestion 
of what one might become as well as a 
real help towards becoming it ; a soul that 
renders the common air sweet, and makes 
what is spiritual seem as simple and 
natural as sunlight or the sea: one for 

^ This is the lady at Wimbledon to whom reference is 
made in Letter ii., and to whom the editor has dedicated 
the Dueheu iifPodutu 
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whom beauty and sorrow walk hand in 
hand, and have the same message. On 
the occasion of which I am thinking I 
recall distinctly how I sidd to her that 
there was enough suffering in one narrow 
London lane to show that God did not 
love man, and that wherever there was 
any sorrow, though but that of a child in 
some little garden weeping over a fault 
that it had or had not committed, the 
whole face of creation was completely 
marred. I was entirely wrong. She told 
me so, but I could not believe her. I was 
not in the sphere in which such belief was 
to be attained to. Now it seems to me 
that love of some kind is the only possible 
explanation of the extraordinary amount 
of suffering that there is in the world. I 
cannot conceive of any other explanation. 
I am convinced that there is no other, and 
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that if the world has indeed, as I have 
said, been built of sorrow, it has been built 
by the hands of love, because in no other 
way could the soul of man, for whom the 
world was made, reach the full stature of 
its perfection. Pleasure for the beautiful 
body, but pain for the beautiful soul. 

When I say that I am convinced of 
these things I speak with too much pride. 
Far off, like a perfect pearl, one can see 
the city of God. It is so wonderful that 
it seems as if a child could reach it in a 
summer's day. And so a child could. 
But with me and such as me it is different 
One can realise a thing in a single moment, 
but one loses it in the long hours that 
follow with leaden feet It is so difficult 
to keep ^heights that the soul is com- 
petent to gain/ We think in eternity, 
but we move slowly through time; and 
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how slowly time goes with us who lie in 
prison I need not tell again, nor of the 
weariness and despair that creep back into 
one's cell, and into the cell of one's heart, 
with such strange insistence that one has, 
as it were, to garnish and sweep one's house 
for their coming, as for an unwelcome guest, 
or a bitter master, or a slave whose slave 
it is one's chance or choice to be. 

And, though at present my friends may 
find it a hard thing to believe, it is true 
none the less, that for them living in 
freedom and idleness and comfort it is 
more easy to learn the lessons of humility 
than it is for me, who begin the day by 
going down on my knees and washing the 
floor of my cell. For prison life with its 
endless privations and restrictions makes 
one rebellious. The most terrible thing 
about it is not that it breaks one's heart — 
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hearts are made to be broken — but that 
it turns one's heart to stone. One some- 
times feels that it is only with a front of 
brass and a lip of scorn that one can get 
through the day at all. And he who is in 
a state of rebellion cannot receive grace, to 
use the phrase of which the Church is so 
fond — so rightly fond, I dare say — for in 
life as in art the mood of rebellion closes 
up the channels of the soul, and shuts out 
the airs of heaven. Yet I must learn 
these lessons here, if I am to learn them 
anywhere, and must be filled with joy if 
my feet are on the right road and my face 
set towards 'the gate which is called 
beautiful,' though I may fall many times 
in the mire and often in the mist go astray. 
This New Life, as through my love of 
Dante I like sometimes to call it, is of 
course no new life at all, but simply the 
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continuance, by means of developraent and 
evolution, of my former life. I remember 
when I was at Oxford saying to one of my 
friends as we were strolling round Mag- 
dalen's narrow bird-haunted walks one 
morning in the year before I took my 
degree, that I wanted to eat of the fruit 
of all the trees in the garden of the world, 
and that I was going out into the world 
with that passion in my soul. And so, 
indeed, I went out, and so I lived. My 
only mistake was that I confined myself so 
exclusively to the trees of what seemed to 
me the sun-lit side of the garden, and 
shunned the other side for its shadow 
and its gloom. Failure, disgrace, poverty, 
sorrow, despair, sufiering, tears even, the 
broken words that come from lips in pain, 
remorse that makes one walk on thorns, 
conscience that condemns, self-abasement 
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that punishes, the misery that puts ashes 
on its head, the anguish that chooses sack- 
cloth for its raiment and into its own 
drink puts gall: — all these were things 
of which I was afraid. And as I had 
determined to know nothing of them, I 
was forced to taste each of them in turn, 
to feed on them, to have for a season, 
indeed, no other food at all. 

I don't regret for a single moment 
having lived for pleasure. I did it to the 
full, as one should do everything that one 
does. There was no pleasure I did not 
experience. I threw the pearl of my soul 
into a cup of wine. I went down the 
primrose path to the sound of flutes. I 
lived on honeycomb. But to have con- 
tinued the same life would have been 
wrong because it would have been limit- 
ing. I had to pass on. The other half of 
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the garden had its secrets for me alsa 
Of course all this is foreshadowed and pre- 
figured in my books. Some of it is in The 
Happy Prince, some of it in The Young 
King, notably in the passage where the 
bishop says to the kneeling boy, 'Is not 
He who made misery wiser than thou 
art?' a phrase which when I wrote it 
seemed to me little more than a phrase ; 
a great deal of it is hidden away in the 
note of doom that like a purple thread 
runs through the texture of Dorian Gray ; 
in The Critic as Artist it is set forth in 
many colours ; in The Soul of Man it is 
written down, and in letters too easy to 
read; it is one of the refrains whose re- 
curring motifs make Salomi so like a piece 
of music and bind it together as a ballad ; 
in the prose poem of the man who from 
the bronze of the image of the * Pleasure 
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that liveth for a moment ' has to make the 
image of the * Sorrow that abideth for 
ever' it is incarnate. It could not have 
been otherwise. At every single moment 
of one's life one is what one is going to be 
no less than what one has been. Art is a 
sjnnbol, because man is a s}rmbol. 

It is, if I can fully attain to it, the 
ultimate realisation of the artistic life. 
For the artistic life is simply self-develop- 
ment. HumiUty in the artist is his frank 
acceptance of all experiences, just as love 
in the artist is simply the sense of beauty 
that reveals to the world its body and its 
soul. In Marius the Epicurean Pater 
seeks to reconcile the artistic life with the 
life of religion, in the deep, sweet, and 
austere sense of the word. But Marius 
is little more than a spectator: an ideal 
spectator indeed, and one to whom it is 
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given * to contemplate the spectacle of life 
with appropriate emotions,' which Words- 
worth defines as the poet's true aim ; yet 
a spectator merely, and perhaps a little 
too much occupied with the comeliness 
of the benches of the sanctuary to notice 
that it is the sanctuary of sorrow that he 
is gazing at. 

I see a far more intimate and inunediate 
connection between the true life of Christ 
and the true life of the artist ; and I take 
a keen pleasure in the reflection that long 
before sorrow had made my days her own 
and bound me to her wheel I had written 
in The Soul of Man that he who would 
lead a Christ-like life must be entirely and 
absolutely himself, and had taken as my 
types not merely the shepherd on the hill- 
side and the prisoner in his cell, but also 
the painter to whom the world is a pageant 
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and the poet for whom the world is a song. 
I remember saying once to Andr^ Gide, as 
we sat toge£her in some Paris cq/5?, that 
while metaphysics had but little real in- 
terest for me, and morality absolutely none, 
there was nothing that either Plato or 
Christ had said that could not be trans- 
ferred immediately into the sphere of Art 
and there find its complete fulfilment. 

Nor is it merely that we can discern in 
Christ that close union of personality with 
perfection which forms the real distinction 
between the classical and romantic move- 
ment in life, but the very basis of his 
nature was the same as that of the nature 
of the artist — an intense and flamelike 
imagination. He realised in the entire 
sphere of human relations that imaginative 
sympathy which in the sphere of Art is 
the sole secret of creation. He under- 
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stood the leprosy of the leper, the daik* 
ness of the blind, the fierce misery of those 
who live for pleasure, the strange poverty 
of the rich. Some one wrote to me in 
trouble, *When you are not on your 
pedestal you are not interesting.' How 
remote was the writer from what Matthew 
Arnold cajls * the Secret of Jesus.* Either 
would have taught him that whatever 
happens to another happens to oneself, 
and if you want an inscription to read at 
dawn and at night-time, and for pleasure 
or for pain, write up on the walls of your 
house in letters for the sun to gild and 
the moon to silver, * Whatever happens to 
oneself happens to another.* 

Christ's place indeed is with the poets. 
His whole conception of Humanity sprang 
right out of the imagination and can only 
be realised by it What God was to the 
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pantheist, man was to him. He was the 
first to conceive the divided races as a 
unity. Before his time there had been 
gods and men, and, feeling through the 
mysticism of sympathy that in himself 
each had been made incarnate, he calls 
himself the Son of the one or the Son of 
the other, according to his mood. More 
than any one else in history he wakes in us 
that temper of wonder to which romance 
always appeals. There is still something 
to me almost incredible in the idea of a 
young Galilean peasant imagining that he 
could bear on his own shoulders the burden 
of the entire world : all that had already 
been done and suffered, and all that was 
yet to be done and suffered: the sins of 
Nero, of Ccesar Borgia, of Alexander vi., 
and of him who was Emperor of Rome and 
Priest of the Sun : the sufferings of those 
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whose names are legion and whose dwdB^g 
is among the tombs: oppressed nation- 
alities, &ct(xy dbildren, thieves, people in 
piison, outcasts, those who are dumb under 
opjKession and whose silence is heard only 
of God; and not merely imagining this 
but actually achieving it, so that at the 
present momoit all who come in contact 
with his personality, even though they 
may neither bow to his altar nor kneel 
before his priest, in some way find that the 
ugliness of their sin is taken away and the 
beauty of their sorrow revealed to them. 

I had said of Christ that he ranks with 
the poets. That is true. Shelley and 
Sophocles are of his company. But his 
entire life also is the most wonderful of 
poems. For 'pity and terror* there is 
nothing in the entire cycle of Greek 
tragedy to touch it The absolute purity 
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of the protagonist raises the entire scheme 
to a height of romantic art from which 
the sufferings of Thehes and Pelops' line 
are by their very horror excluded, and 
shows how wrong Aristotle was when he 
said in his treatise on the drama that it 
would be impossible to bear the spectacle 
of one blameless in pain. Nor in ^schylus 
nor Dante, those stern masters of tender- 
ness, in Shakespeare, the most purely 
human of all the great artists, in the whole 
of Celtic myth and legend, where the 
loveliness of the world is shown through 
a mist of tears, and the life of a man is no 
more than the life of a flower, is there any- 
thing that, for sheer simplicity of pathos 
wedded and made one with sublimity of 
tragic effect, can be said to equal or even 
approach the last act of Christ's passion. 
The little supper with his companions, 
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one of whom has already sold him for 
a price ; the anguish in the quiet moon-lit 
garden; the false friend coming close to 
him so as to betray him with a kiss ; the 
friend who still believed in him, and on 
whom as on a rock he had hoped to build 
a house of refuge for Man, denying him as 
the bird cried to the dawn ; his own utter 
loneliness, his submission, his acceptance 
of everjrthing ; and along with it all such 
scenes as the high priest of orthodoxy 
rending his raiment in wrath, and the 
magistrate of civil justice calling for water 
in the vain hope of cleansing himself of 
that stain of innocent blood that makes 
him the scarlet figure of history ; the coro- 
nation ceremony of sorrow, one of the 
most wonderful things in the whole of 
recorded time; the crucifixion of the 
Innocent One before the eyes of his mother 
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and of the disciple whom he loved; the 
soldiers gambling and throwing dice for 
his clothes ; the terrible death by which he 
gave the world its most eternal symbol; 
and his final burial in the tomb of the rich 
man, his body swathed in Egyptian Imen 
with costly spices and perfumes as though 
he had been a king's son. When one 
contemplates all this from the point of 
view of art alone one cannot but be grateful 
that the supreme office of the Church 
should be the playing of the tragedy with- 
out the shedding of blood : the mystical 
presentation, by means of dialogue and 
costume and gesture even, of the Passion 
of her Lord ; and it is always a source of 
pleasure and awe to me to remember that 
the ultimate survival of the Greek chorus, 
lost elsewhere to art, is to be found in the 
servitor answering the priest at Mass. 
92 



DE PROFUNDIS 

Yet the whole life of Christ — so entirely i 
may sorrow and bieauty be made one in' 
their meaning and manifestation — is really, 
an idyll, though it ends with the veil ol 
the temple being rent, and the darkness 
coming over the face of the earth, and the 
stone rolled to the door of the sepulchre. 
One always thinks of him as a young 
bridegroom with his companions, as indeed 
he somewhere describes himself; as a 
shepherd straying through a valley with 
his sheep in search of green meadow or 
cool stream; as a singer trying to build 
out of the music the walls of the City of 
God; or as a lover for whose love the 
whole world was too smalL His miracles 
seem to me to be as exquisite as the 
coming of spring, and quite as natural. I 
see no difficulty at aU in believing that 
such was the charm of his personality that 
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his mere presence could bring peace to 
souls in anguish, and that those who 
touched his garments or his hands forgot 
their pain; or that as he passed by on 
the highway of life people who had seen' 
nothing of life's mystery saw it clearly, 
and others who had been deaf to every 
voice but that of pleasure heard for the 
first time the voice of love and found it as 
'musical as Apollo's lute'; or that evil 
passions fled at his approach, and men 
whose dull unimaginative lives had been 
but a mode of death rose as it were from 
the grave when he called them; or that 
when he taught on the hillside the multi- 
tude forgot their hunger and thirst and 
the cares of this world, and that to his 
friends who listened to him as he sat at 
meat the coarse food seemed delicate, and 
the water had the taste of good wine, and 
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the whole house became full of the odour 
and sweetness of nard. 

Renan in his Fie de J6sus — ^that gracious 
fifth gospel, the gospel according to St. 
* Thomas, one might call it — ^says some- 
where that Christ's great achievement was 
that he made himself as much loved after 
his death as he had been during his lifetime. 
And certainly, if his place is among the 
poets, he is the leader of all the lovers. 
He saw that love was the first secret of 
the world for which the wise men had been 
looking, and that it was only through love 
that one could approach either the heart 
of the leper or the feet of God. 

And above all, Christ is the most 
supreme of individualists. Humility, like 
the artistic acceptance of all experiences, is 
merely a mode of manifestation. It is 
man's soul that Christ is always looking 
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for. He calls it 'God's Kingdom/ and 
finds it in every one. He compares it to 
little things, to a tiny seed, to a handful of 
leaven, to a pearL That is because one 
realises one's soul only by getting rid of 
all alien passions, all acquired culture, and 
all external possessions, be they good or 
evil. 

I bore up against everything with some 
stubbornness of will and much rebellion of 
nature, till I had absolutely nothing left in 
the world but one thing. I had lost my 
name, my position, my happiness, my 
freedom, my wealth. I was a prisoner and 
a pauper. But I still had my children left. 
Suddenly they were taken away from me 
by the law. It was a blow so appalling 
that I did not know what to do, so I flung 
m3rself on my knees, and bowed my head, 
and wept, and said, ' The body of a child 
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is as the body of the Lord: I am not 
worthy of either.' That moment seemed 
to save me. I saw then that the only 
thing for me was to accept everything. 
Since then — curious as it will no doubt 
sound — I have been happier. It was of 
course my soul in its ultimate essence that 
I had reached. In many ways I had been 
its enemy, but I found it waiting forme 
as a friend. When one comes in contact 
with the soul it makes one simple as a 
child, as Christ said one should be. 

It is tragic how few people ever * possess 
their souls ' before they die. * Nothing is 
more rare in any man/ says Emerson, 
Hhan an act of his own.' It is quite true. 
Most people are other people. Their 
thoughts are some one else's opinions, 
their lives a mimicry, their passions a 
quotation. Christ was not merely the 
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supreme individualist, but he was the first 
individualist in history. People have tried 
to make him out an ordinary philanthropist, 
or ranked him as an altruist with the un- 
scientific and sentimental But he was 
really neither one nor the other. Pity he 
has, of course, for the poor, for those who 
are shut up in prisons, for the lowly, for 
the wretched ; but he has far more pity for 
the rich, for the hard hedonists, for those 
who waste their freedom in becoming 
slaves to things, for those who wear soft 
raiment and live in king's houses. Riches 
and pleasure seemed to him to be really 
greater tragedies than poverty or sorrow. 
And as for altruism, who knew better than 
he that it is vocation not volition that 
determines us, and that one cannot gather 
grapes of thorns or figs from thistles ? 
To live for others as a definite self- 
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conscious aim was not his creed. It was 
not the basis of his creed. When he says, 
'Forgive your enemies/ it is not for the 
sake of the enemy, but for one's own sake 
that he says so, and because love is more 
beautiful than hate. In his own entreaty 
to the young man, * Sell aU that thou hast 
and give to the poor,' it is not of the state 
of the poor that he is thinking, but of the 
soul of the young man, the soul that wealth 
was marring. In his view of life he is one 
with the artist who knows that by the 
inevitable law of self-perfection, the poet 
must sing, and the sculptor think in bronze, 
and the painter make the world a mirror for 
his moods, as surely and as certainly as the 
hawthorn must blossom in spring, and the 
com turn to gold at harvest-time, and the 
moon in her ordered wanderings change from 
shield to sickle, and from sickle to shield. 
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But while Christ did not say to men, 
* Live for others/ he pointed out that there 
was no difference at aU between the lives 
of others and one's own life. By this 
means he gave to man an extended, a 
Titan personality. Since his commg the 
history of each separate individual is, or 
can be made, the history of the world. Of 
course, culture has intensified the person- 
ality of man. Art has made us myriad- 
minded. Those who have the artistic 
temperament go into exile with Dante and 
learn how salt is the bread of others, and 
how steep their stairs; they catch for a 
moment the serenity and calm of Goethe, 
and yet know but too well that Baudelaire 
cried to God — 

* O Seigneur, donnez-moi la force et le courage 
De contempler mon corps et mon cceur sans d^goQt/ 

Out of Shakespeare's sonnets they draw, 
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to their own hurt it may be, the secret 
of his love and make it their own; they 
look with new eyes on modem life, 
because they have listened to one of 
Chopin's nocturnes, or handled Greek 
things, or read the story of the passion of 
some dead man for some dead woman 
whose hair was like threads of fine gold, 
and whose mouth was as a pomegranate. 
But the sympathy of the artistic tempera- 
ment is necessarily with what has found 
expression. In words or in colours, in 
music or in marble, behind the painted 
masks of an iBschylean play, or through 
some Sicilian shepherds' pierced and jointed 
reeds, the man and his message must have 
been revealed. 

To the artist, expression is the only 
mode mider which he can conceive life 
at all. To him what is dumb is dead. But 
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to Christ it was not so. With a width 
and wonder of imagination that fills one 
almost with awe, he took the entire world 
of the inarticulate, the voiceless world of 
pain, as his kingdom, and made of himself 
its external mouthpiece. Those of whom 
I have spoken, who are dumb under oppres- 
sion and ^ whose silence is heard only of 
God,' he chose as his brothers. He sought 
to become eyes to the blind, ears to the 
deaf, and a cry in the lips of those whose 
tongues had been tied. His desire was 
to be to the myriads who had found no 
utterance a very trumpet through which 
they might call to heaven. And feeling, 
with the artistic nature of one to whom 
suffering and sorrow were modes through 
which he could realise his conception of the 
beautiful, that an idea is of no value till it 
becomes incarnate and is made an image, 
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he mtde of himself the image of the Man 
of Sorrows, and as such has fascinated 
and dominated art as no Greek god ever 
succeeded in doing. 

For the Greek gods, in spite of the 
white and red of their fair fleet limbs, were 
not really what they appeared to be. The 
curved brow of Apollo was like the sun's 
disc over a hill at dawn, and his feet were 
as the wings of the morning, but he himself 
had been cruel to Marsyas and had made 
Niobe childless. In the steel shields of 
Athena's eyes there had been no pity for 
Arachne ; the pomp and peacocks of Hera 
were all that was really noble about her ; 
and the Father of the Gods himself had 
been too fond of tlie daughters of men. 
The two most deeply suggestive figures 
of Greek mythology were, for religion, 
Demeter, an earth goddess, nut one of 
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the Olympians, and for art, Dionjrsos, the 
son of a mortal woman to whom the 
moment of his birth had proved also the 
moment of her death. 

But Life itself from its lowliest and 
most humble sphere produced one far 
more marvellous than the mother of 
Proserpina or the son of Semele. Out of 
the Carpenter's shop at Nazareth had come 
a personality infinitely greater than any 
made by myth and legend, and one, 
strangely enough, destined to reveal to the 
world the mystical meaning of wine and 
the real beauties of the lilies of the field 
as none, either on Cithaeron or at Enna, 
had ever done. 

The song of Isaiah, * He is despised and 

rejected of men, a man of sorrows and 

acquainted with grief: and we hid as it 

were our faces from him,' had seemed to 
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him to prefigure himself, and in him the 
prophecy was fulfilled. We must not be 
afraid of such a phrase. Every single work 
of art is the fulfilment of a prophecy : for 
every work of art is the conversion of an 
idea into an image. Every single human 
being should be the fulfilment of a pro- 
phecy : for every human being should be 
the realisation of some ideal, either in the 
mind of God or in the mind of man. Christ 
found the type and fixed it, and the dream 
of a Virgilian poet, either at Jerusalem or 
at Babylon, became in the long progress of 
the centuries incarnate in him for whom the 
world was 'waiting.' • His visage was marred 
more than any man's, and his form was 
more than the sons of men,' are among the 
signs noted by Isaiah as distinguishing the 
new ideal, and as soon as art understood 
what was meant it opened like a flower 

lOff 



DE PROFUNDIS 

at the presence of one in whom truth in 
art was set forth as it had never been 
before. For is not truth in art, as I have 
said, ' that in which the outward is expres- 
sive of the inward; in which the soul is 
made flesh and the body instinct with 
spirit in which form reveals.' 

To me one of the things in history the 
most to be regretted is that the Christ's 
own renaissance which has produced the 
Cathedral at Chartres, the Arthurian cycle 
of legends, the life of St. Francis of Assisi, 
the art of Giotto, and Dante's Divine 
Comedy, was not allowed to develop on 
its own lines, but was interrupted and 
spoiled by the dreary classical Renaissance 
that gave us Petrarch, and Raphael s fres- 
coes, and Palladian architecture, and formal 
French tragedy, and St PauFs Cathedral, 
and Pope's poetry, and everything that is 
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made from without and by dead rules, and 
does not spring from within through some 
spirit informing it. But wherever there 
is a romantic movement in art there some- 
how, and under some form, is Christ, or 
the soul of Christ. He is in Borneo and 
Juliet, in the Winter^s Tale, in Proven9al 
poetry, in the Ancient Mariner, in La 
Belle Dame sans merci, and in Chatterton's 
Ballad of Charity. 

We owe to him the most diverse things 
and people. Hugo's Les Mis&ables, 
Baudelaire's Fleurs du Mai, the note of 
pity in Russian novels, Verlaine and 
Verlaine's poems, the stained glass and 
tapestries and the quattro-cento work of 
Bume- Jones and Morris, belong to him no 
less than the tower of Giotto, Lancelot and 
Guinevere, Tannhauser, the troubled ro- 
mantic marbles of Michael Angelo, pointed 
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architecture, and the love of children and 
flowers — for both of which, indeed, in 
classical art there was but little place, 
hardly enough for them to grow or play 
in» but which, from the twelfth century 
down to our own day, have been continu- 
ally making their appearances in art, under 
various modes and at various times, coming 
fitfully and wilfully, as children, as flowers, 
are apt to do : spring always seeming to 
one as if the flowers had been in hiding, 
and only came out into the sun because 
they were afraid that grown up people 
would grow tired of looking for them and 
give up the search ; and the life of a child 
being no more than an April day on which 
there is both rain and sun for the narcissus. 
It is the imaginative quality of Christ's 
own nature that makes him this palpi- 
tating centre of romance. The strange 
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figures of poetic drama and ballad are 
made by the imagination of others, but 
out of his own ima^nation entirely did 
Jesus of Nazareth create himself. The 
cry of Isaiah had really no more to do 
with his coming than the song of the 
nightingale has to do with the rising of 
the moon — no more, though perhaps no 
less. He was the denial as well as the 
affirmation of prophecy. For every ex- 
pectation that he fulfilled there was 
another that he destroyed. ^In all 
beauty/ says Bacon, * there is some 
strangeness of proportion/ and of those 
who are bom of the spirit— K>f those, that 
is to say, who like himself are dynamic 
forces — Christ says that they are like the 
wind that 'bloweth where it listeth, and 
no man can tell whence it cometh and 
whither it goetL* That is why he is so 
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fascinating to artists. He has all the 
colour elements of life : mystery, strange- 
ness, pathos, suggestion, ecstasy, love. 
He appeals to the temper of wonder, and 
creates that mood in which alone he can 
be understood. 

And to me it is a joy to remember that 
if he is 'of imagination all compact,' the 
world itself is of the same substance. I 
said in Dorian Gray that the great sins 
of the world take place in the brain : but 
it is in the brain that everything takes 
place. We know now that we do not 
see with the eyes or hear with the ears. 
They are really channels for the trans- 
mission, adequate or inadequate, of sense 
impressions. It is in the brain that the 
poppy is red, that the apple is odorous, 
that the skylark sings. 

Of late I have been studying with 
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diligence the four prose poems about 
Christ. At Christinas I managed to get 
hold of a Greek Testament^ and every 
morning, after I had cleaned my cell and 
polished my tins, I read a little of the 
Grospels, a dozen verses taken by chance 
anywhere. It is a delightful way of 
opening the day. Every one, even in a 
turbulent, ill-disciplined life, should do 
the same. Endless repetition, in and out 
of season, has spoiled for us the fresh- 
ness, the naivete, the simple romantic 
charm of the Gospels. We hear them 
read far too often and far too badly^ 
and all repetition is anti-spirituaL When 
one returns to the Greek, it is like going 
into a garden of lilies out of some narrow 
and dark house. 

And to me, the pleasure is doubled 
by the reflection that it is extremely 
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probable that we have the actual terms, 
the ipsissima verba^ used by Christ. It 
was always supposed that Christ talked 
in Aramaic. Even Renan thought so. 
But now we know that the Galilean 
peasants, like the Irish peasants of our 
own day, were bilingual, and that Greek 
was the ordinary language of intercourse 
all over Palestine, as indeed all over the 
Eastern world. I never liked the idea 
that we knew of Christ's own words only 
through a translation of a translation. 
It is a delight to me to think that as 
far as his conversation was concerned, 
Charmides might have listened to him, 
and Socrates reasoned with him, and 
Plato understood him: that he really 
said iyci elfii 6 irocfii^i/ 6 icaXo9, that when 
he thought of the lilies of the field and 
how they neither toil nor spin, his abso- 
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lute expression was KarayLaOert ra KpCva 
rov aypov ira)9 av^dvei' ov Koinif ov8i vqOei^ 
and that his last word when he cried 
out ^my life has been completed, has 
reached its fulfilment, has been perfected/ 
was exactly as St. John tells us it was: 
TcreXcarat — no more. 

While in reading the Gospels — par- 
ticularly that of St. John himself, or 
whatever early Gnostic took his name 
and mantle — I see the continual asser- 
tion of the imagination as the basis of 
all spiritual and material life, I see also 
that to Christ imagination was simply 
a form of love, and that to him love was 
lord in the fullest meaning of the phrase. 
Some six weeks ago I was allowed by the 
doctor to have white bread to eat instead 
of the coarse black or brown bread of 
ordinary prison fare. It is a great deli- 
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cacy. It will sound strange that dry 
bread could possibly be a delicacy to any 
one. To me it is so much so that at 
the close of each meal I carefully eat 
whatever crumbs may be left on my tin 
plate, or have fallen on the rough towel 
that one uses as a cloth so as not to soil 
one's table ; and I do so not from hunger 
— I get now quite sufficient food — but 
simply in order that nothing should be 
wasted of what is given to me. So one 
should look on love. 

Christ, like all &scinating personalities, 
had the power of not merely saying 
beautiful things himself, but of making 
other people say beautiful things to him; 
and I love the story St Mark tells us 
about the Greek woman, who, when as 
a trial of her faith he said to her that 
he could not give her the bread of the 
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children of Israel, answered him that the 
little dogs — {Kwdpm, * little dogs ' it should 
be rendered) — who are under the table eat 
of the crumbs that the children let fall. 
Most people live for love and admiration. 
But it is by love and admiration that we 
should live. If any love is shown us we 
should recognise that we are quite un- 
worthy of it. Nobody is worthy to be 
loved. The fact that God loves man 
shows us that in the divine order of ideal 
things it is written that eternal love is 
to be given to what is eternally unworthy. 
Or if that phrase seems to be a bitter one 
to bear, let us say that every one is worthy 
of love, except him who thinks that he 
is. Love is a sacrament that should be 
taken kneeling, and Domine, rum sum 
digitus should be on the lips and in the 
hearts of those who receive it 
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If ever I write again, in the sense of 
producing artistic work, there are just 
two subjects on which and through which 
I desire to express myself: one is * Christ 
as the precursor of the romantic move- 
ment in life': the other is 'The artistic 
life considered in its relation to conduct.' 
The first is, of course, intensely fascinat- 
ing, for I see in Christ not merely the 
essentials of the supreme romantic tjrpe, 
but all the accidents, the wilfulnesses 
even, of the romantic temperament also. 
He was the first person who ever said 
to people that they should live 'fiower- 
like lives.' He fixed the phrase. He 
took children as the type of what people 
should try to become. He held them up 
as examples lo their elders, which I myself 
have always thought the chief use of 
children, if what is perfect should have 
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a use. Dante describes the soul of a 
man as coming from the hand of God 
* weeping and laughing like a little child/ 
and Christ also saw that the soul of each 
one should be a guisa di fancmUa che 
piangendo e ridendo pargoUggia. He 
felt that life was changeful, fluid, active, 
and that to allow it to be stereotyped 
into any form was death. He saw that 
people should not be i^ too serious over 
material, common interests: that to be 
unpractical was to be a great thing: that 
one should not bother too much over 
afiairs. The birds didn't, why should 
man? He is charming when he says, 
'Take no thought for the morrow; is 
not the soul more than meat? is not the 
body more than raiment?' A Greek 
might have used the latter phrase. It 
is full of Greek feeling. But only Christ 
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could have said both, and so summed up 
life perfectly for us. 

His morality is all sympathy, just what 
morality should be. If the only thing 
that he ever said had been, *Her sins 
are forgiven her because she loved much/ 
it would have been worth whUe dying 
to have said it. His justice is all poetical 
justice, exactly what justice should be. 
The beggar goes to heaven because he 
has been unhappy. I cannot conceive a 
better reason for his being sent there. 
The people who work for an hour in the 
vineyard in the cool of the evening re- 
ceive just as much reward as those who 
have toiled there all day long in the hot 
sun. Why shouldn't they ? Probably no 
one deserved anything. Or perhaps they 
were a different kind of people. Christ 
had no patience with the dull lifeless 
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mechanical systems that treat people as 
if they were things, and so treat every- 
body alike: for him there were no laws: 
there were exceptions merely, as if any- 
body, or anything, for that matter, was 
like aught else in the world 1 

That which is the very keynote of 
romantic art was to him the proper 
basis of natural life. He saw no other 
basis. And when they brought him 
one taken in the very act of sin and 
showed him her sentence written in the 
law, and asked him what was to be 
done, he wrote with his finger on the 
ground as though he did not hear them, 
and finaUy, when they pressed him again, 
looked up and said, 'Let him of you 
who has never smned be the first to 
throw the stone at her.' It was worth 
while living to have said that 
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Like all poetical natures he loved 
ignorant people. He knew that in the 
soul of one who is ignorant there is 
always room for a great idea. But he 
could not stand stupid people, especially 
those who are made stupid by educa- 
tion : people who are full of opinions not 
one of which they even understand, a 
peculiarly modem type, summed up by 
Christ when he describes it as the type 
of one who has the key of knowledge, 
cannot use it himself, and does not allow 
other people to use it, though it may be 
made to open the gate of God's King- 
dom. His chief war was against the 
Philistines. That is the war every child 
of light has to wage. Philistinism was 
the note of the age and community in 
which he lived. In their heavy inac- 
cessibility to ideas, their dull respecta- 
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bility, thdr tedious orthodoxy, their 
worship of vulgar success, their entire 
preoccupation with the gross materialistic 
side of life, and their ridiculous estimate 
of themselves and their importance, the 
Jews of Jerusalem in Christ's day were 
the exact counterpart of the British Philis- 
tine of our own. Christ mocked at the 
'whited sepulchre' of respectability, and 
fixed that phrase for ever. He treated 
worldly success as a thing absolutely to 
be despised. He saw nothing in it at alL 
He looked on wealth as an encumbrance 
to a man. He would not hear of life 
being sacrificed to any system of thought 
or morals. He pointed out that forms 
and ceremonies were made for man» not 
man for forms and ceremonies. He took 
Sabbatarianism as a type of the things 
that should be set at nought The cold 
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philanthropies, the ostentatious public 
charities, the tedious formalisms so dear 
to the middle -class mind, he exposed 
with utter and relentless scorn. To us, 
what is termed orthodoxy is merely a 
facile unintelligent acquiescence; but to 
them, and in their hands, it was a 
terrible and paralysing tyranny. Christ 
swept it aside. He showed that the 
spirit alone was of value. He took a 
keen pleasure in pointing out to them 
that though they were always reading 
the law and the prophets, they had not 
really the smallest idea of what either 
of them meant. In opposition to their 
tithing of each separate day into the 
fixed routine of prescribed duties, as 
they tithe mint and rue, he preached 
the enormous importance of living com- 
pletely for the moment. 
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Those whom he saved from their sins 
are saved simply for beautiful moments 
in their lives. Mary Magdalen, when 
she sees Christ, breaks the rich vase 
of alabaster that one of her seven lovers 
had given her, and spills the odorous 
spices over his tired dusty feet, and for 
that one moments sake sits for ever 
with Ruth and Beatrice in the tresses 
of the snow-white rose of Paradise. All 
that Christ says to us by the way of a 
little warning is that every moment 
should be beautiful, that the soul should 
always be ready for the coming of the 
bridegroom, always waiting for the voice 
of the lover, Philistinism being simply 
that side of man's nature that is not 
illumined by the imagination. He sees 
all the lovely influences of life as modes 
of light: the imagination itself is the 
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world of light The world is made by it, 
and yet the world cannot understand it: 
that is because the imagination is simply 
a manifestation of love, and it is love 
and the capacity for it that distinguishes 
one human being from another. 

But it is when he deals with a sinner 
that Christ is most romantic, in the sense 
of most real. The world had always 
loved the saint as being the nearest 
possible approach to the perfection of 
God. Christ, through some divine in- 
stinct in him, seems to have always loved 
the sinner as being the nearest possible 
approach to the perfection of man. His 
primary desire was not to reform people, 
any more than his primary desire was to 
relieve suffering. To turn an interesting 
thief into a tedious honest man was not 
his aim. He would have thought little 
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of the Prisoners' Aid Society and other 
modern movements of the kind. The 
conversion of a publican into a Pharisee 
would not have seemed to him a great 
achievement. But in a manner not yet 
understood of the world he regarded sin 
and suffering as being in themselves 
beautiful holy things and modes of per- 
fection. 

It seems a very dangerous idea. It is 
— all great ideas are dangerous. That 
it was Christ's creed admits of no doubt. 
That it is the true creed I don't doubt 
myself. 

Of course the sinner must repent. 
But why? Simply because otherwise he 
would be unable to realise what he had 
done. The moment of repentance is 
the moment of initiation. More than 
that: it is the means by which one 
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alters one's past. The Greeks thought 
that impossible. They often say in their 
Gnomic aphorisms, * Even the Grods 
cannot alter the past.' Christ showed 
that the commonest sinner could do it, 
that it was the one thing he could do. 
Christ, had he been asked, would have 
said — I feel quite certain about it — ^that 
the moment the prodigal son fell on his 
knees and wept, he made his having 
wasted his substance with harlots, his 
swine - herding and hungering for the 
husks they ate, beautiful and holy 
moments in his life. It is difficult for 
most people to grasp the idea. I dare 
say one has to go to prison to under- 
stand it. If so, it may be worth while 
going to prison. 

There is something so unique about 
Christ. Of course just as there are 
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false dawns before the dawn itself, and 
winter days so full of sudden sunlight 
that they will cheat the wise crocus into 
squandering its gold before its time, and 
make some foolish bird call to its mate 
to build on barren boughs, so there were 
Christians before Christ For that we 
should be grateful. The unfortunate 
thing is that there have been none since. 
I make one exception, St. Francis of 
AssisL But then God had given him 
at his birth the soul of a poet, as he him- 
self when quite young had in mystical 
marriage taken poverty as his bride: and 
with the soul of a poet and the body of 
a beggar he found the way to perfection 
not difficult He understood Christ, and 
so he became like him. We do not require 
the Liber Conformitatum to teach us that 
the life of St Francis was the true Imtatio 
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Ckristtf a poem compared to which the 
book of that name is merely prose. 

Indeed, that is the charm about Christ, 
when all is said: he is just like a work 
of art He does not really teach one any- 
thing, but by being\rought into his 
presence one becdmes something. And 
everybody is predestined to his presence. 
Once at least in his life each man walks 
with Christ to Emmaus. 

As regards the other subject, the Rela- 
tion of the Artistic Life to Conduct, it 
will no doubt seem strange to you that I 
should select it People point to Reading 
Gaol and say, * That is where the artistic 
life leads a man/ Well, it might lead to 
worse places. The more mechanical people 
to whom life is a shrewd speculation de- 
pending on a careful calculation of ways 
and means» always know where they are 
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going, and go there. They start with the 
ideal desire of being the parish beadle, and 
in whatever sphere they are placed they 
succeed in being the parish beadle and 
no more. A man whose desire is to be 
something separate from himself, to be a 
member of Parliament, or a successful 
grocer, or a prominent solicitor, or a judge, 
or something equally tedious, invariably 
succeeds in being what he wants to be. 
That is his punishment. Those who want 
a mask have to wear it. 

But with the dynamic forces of life, 
and those in whom those dynamic forces 
become incarnate, it is different People 
whose desire is solely for self-realisation 
never know where they are going. They 
can't know. In one sense of the word 
it is of course necessary, as the Greek 
oracle said, to know oneself: that is the 
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first achievement of knowledge. But to 
recognise that the soul of a man is un- 
knowable, is the ultimate achievement of 
wisdom. The final mystery is oneself. 
When one has weighed the sun in the 
balance, and measured the steps of the 
moon, and mapped out the seven heavens 
star by star, there still remains oneself. 
Who can calculate the orbit of his own 
soul? When the son went out to look 
for his father's asses, he did not know that 
a man of God was waiting for him with 
the very chrism of coronation, and that his 
own soul was already the soul of a king. 

I hope to live long enough and to 
produce work of such a character that I 
shall be able at the end of my days to say, 
* Yes I this is just where the artistic life 
leads a man 1 ' Two of the most perfect 
lives I have come across in my own ex- 
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perience are the lives of Verlaine and of 
Prince Kropotkin : both of them men who 
have passed years in prison : the first, the 
one Christian poet since Dante ; the other, 
a man with a soul of that beautiful white 
Christ which seems coming out of Russia. 
And for the last seven or eight months, 
in spite of a succession of great troubles 
reaching me from the outside world almost 
without intermission, I have been placed 
in direct contact with a new spirit working 
in this prison through man and things, 
that has helped me beyond any possibility 
of expression in words : so that while for 
the first year of my imprisonment I did 
nothing else, and can remember doing 
nothing else, but wring my hands in im- 
potent despair, and say, * What an ending, 
what an appalling ending ! ' now I try to 
say to myself, and sometimes when I am 
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not torturing myself do really and sincerely 
say, ' What a beginning, what a wonderful 
beginning 1 ' It may really be so. It may 
become so. If it does I shall owe much 
to this new personality that has altered 
every man's life in this place. 

You may realise it when I say that had 
I been released last May, as I tried to be, 
I would have left this place loathing it 
and every official in it with a bitterness 
of hatred that would have poisoned my 
life. I have had a year longer of imprison- 
ment, but humanity has been in the prison 
along with us all, and now when I go out 
I shall always remember great kindnesses 
that I have received here iiom almost 
everybody, and on the day of > ty release I 
shall give many thanks to m ly people, 
and ask to be remembered by tb 'U in turn. 

The prison style is absolutely and en- 
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tirely wrong. I would give anything to 
be able to alter it when I go out. I 
intend to try. But there is nothing in the 
world so wrong but that the spirit of 
humanity, which is the spirit of love, the 
spirit of the Christ who is not in churches, 
may make it, if not right, at least possible 
to be borne without too much bitterness 
of heart 

I know also that much is waiting for me 
outside that is very delightftil, from what 
St. Francis of Assisi calls * my brother the 
wind, and my sister the rain,' lovely things 
both of them, down to the shop-windows 
and sunsets of great cities. If I made a 
list of all that still remains to me, I don't 
know where I should stop: for, indeed, 
God made the world just as much for me 
as for any one else. Perhaps I may go 
out with something that I had not got 
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before. I need not tell you that to me 
reformations in morals are as meaningless 
and vulgar as Reformations in theology. 
But while to propose to be a better man 
is a piece of unscientific cant, to have 
become a deeper man is the privilege of 
those who have su£fered. And such I 
think I have become. 

If after I am free a friend of mine gave 
a feast, and did not invite me to it, I 
should not mind a bit. I can be perfectly 
happy by myself With freedom, flowers, 
books, and the moon, who could not be 
perfectly happy? Besides, feasts are not 
for me any more. I have given too many 
to care about them. That side of life is 
over for me, very fortunately, I dare say. 
But if after I am free a friend of mine had 
a sorrow and refused to allow me to share 
it, I should feel it most bitterly. If he 
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shot the doors of the house of mourning 
agminst me, I would come back again and 
again and b^ to be admitted, so that I 
might share in what I was entitled to 
share in. If he thought me unworthy, 
unfit to weep with him, I should feel it as 
the most poignant humiliation, as the most 
terrible mode in which disgrace could be 
inflicted on me. But that could not be* 
I have a right to share in sorrow, and he 
who can look at the loveliness of the world 
and share its sorrow, and realise something 
of the wonder of both, is in immediate 
contact with divine things, and has got as 
near to God's secret as any one can get. 

Perhaps there may come into my art 
also, no less than into my life, a still deeper 
note, one of greater unity of passion, and 
directness of impulse. Not width but 
intensity is the true aim of modern art 
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We are no longer in art concerned with 
the type. It is with the exception that 
we have to do. I cannot put my suffer- 
ings into any form they took, I need 
hardly say. Art only begins where Imita- 
tion ends, but something must come into 
my work, of fuller memory of words 
perhaps, of richer cadences, of more curious 
effects, of simpler architectural order, of 
some aesthetic quality at any rate. 

When Marsyas was *tom from the 
scabbard of his limbs ' — della vagina delta 
membra sue^ to use one of Dante's most 
terrible Tacitean phrases — he had no more 
song, the Greek said. Apollo had been 
victor. The lyre had vanquished the reed. 
But perhaps the Greeks were mistaken. 
I hear in much modern Art the cry of 
Marsyas. It is bitter in Baudelaire, sweet 
and plaintive in Lamartine, mystic in 
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Verlaine. It is in the deferred resolutions 
of Chopin's music. It is in the discontent 
that haunts Bume-Jones*s women. Even 
Matthew Arnold, whose song of Callicles 
tells of * the triumph of the sweet persuasive 
l]rre»' and the ^famous final victory/ in 
such a clear note of lyrical beauty, has not 
a little of it ; in the troubled undertone of 
doubt and distress that haunts his verses, 
neither Goethe nor Wordsworth could 
help him, though he followed each in turn, 
and when he seeks to mourn for Thyrsis or 
to sing of the Scholar Gipsy ^ it is the reed 
that he has to take for the rendering of his 
strain. But whether or not the Phrygian 
Faun was silent, I cannot be. Expression 
is as necessary to me as leaf and blossoms 
are to the black branches of the trees that 
show themselves above the prison walls 
and are so restless in the wind. Between 
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my art and the world there is now a wide 
gulf, but between art and myself there is 
none. I hope at least that there is none. 

To each of us di£ferent fates are meted 
out. My lot has been one of public infamy, 
of long imprisonment, of misery, of ruin, 
of disgrace, but I am not worthy of it — 
not yet, at any rate. I remember that I 
used to say that I thought I could bear a 
real tragedy if it came to me with purple 
pall and a mask of noble sorrow, but that 
the dreadful thing about modernity was 
that it put tragedy into the raiment of 
comedy, so that the great realities seemed 
commonplace or grotesque or lacking in 
style. It is quite true about modernity. 
It has probably always been true about 
actual life. It is said that all martyrdoms 
seemed mean to the looker on. The nine- 
teenth century is no exception to the rule, 
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Everything about my tragedy has been 
hideous^ mean, repellent, lacking in style; 
om- very dress makes us grotesque. We 
are the zanies of sorrow. We are clowns 
whose hearts are broken. We are specially 
designed to appeal to the sense of humour. 
On November 18th, 1895, I was brought 
down here from London. From two 
o'clock till half-past two on that day I had 
to stand on the centre platform of Clapham 
Junction in convict dress, and handcu£fed, 
for the world to look at. I had been 
taken out of the hospital ward without 
a moment's notice being given to me. 
Of all possible objects I was the most 
grotesque. When people saw me they 
laughed. Each train as it came up swelled 
the audience. Nothing could exceed their 
amusement. That was, of course, before 
they knew who I was. As soon as they 
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had been informed they laughed still more. 
For half an hour I stood there in the grey 
November rain surrounded by a jeering 
mob. 

For a year after that was done to me I 
wept every day at the same hour and for 
the same space of time. That is not such 
a tragic thing as possibly it sounds to 
you. To those who are in prison tears 
are a part of every day's experience. A 
day in prison on which one does not 
weep is a day on which one's heart is 
hard, not a day on which one's heart is 
happy. 

Well, now I am really beginning to feel 
more regret for the people who laughed 
than for myself. Of course when they 
saw me I was not on my pedestal, I was 
in the pillory. But it is a very unimagina- 
tive nature that only cares for people on 
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their pedestals. A pedestal may be a very 
unreal thing. A pillory is a terrific reality. 
They should have known also how to 
interpret sorrow better. I have said that 
behind sorrow there is always sorrow. It 
were wiser still to say that behind sorrow 
there is always a souL And to mock at a 
soul in pain is a dreadful thing. In the 
strangely simple economy of the world 
people only get what they give, and to 
those who have not enough ima^nation to 
penetrate the mere outward of things, and 
feel pity, what pity can be given save that 
of scorn ? 

I write this account of the mode of 
my being transferred here simply that it 
should be realised how hard it has been 
for me to get anything out of my punish- 
ment but bitterness and despair. I have, 
however, to do it, and now and then I 
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have moments of submission and accept- 
ance. All the spring may be hidden in 
the single bud» and the low ground nest 
of the lark may hold the joy that is to 
herald the feet of many rose-red dawns. 
So perhaps whatever beauty of life still 
remains to me is contained in some 
moment of surrender, abasement^ and 
humiliation. I can, at any rate, merely 
proceed on the lines of my own develop- 
ment, and, accepting all that has happened 
to me, make myself worthy of it. 

People used to say of me that I was 
too individualistic. I must be far more 
of an individualist than ever I was. I 
must get far more out of myself than 
ever I got, and ask for less of the world 
than ever I asked. Indeed, my ruin came 
not from too great individualism of life, 
but from too little. The one disgraceful, 
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unpardonable, and to all time contempt- 
ible action of my life was to allow my- 
self to appeal to society for help and 
protection. To have made such an appeal 
would have been from the individualist 
point of view bad enough, but what 
excuse can there ever be put forward for 
having made it? Of course once I had 
put into motion the forces of society, 
society turned on me and said, *Have 
you been living all this time in defiance 
of my laws, and do you now appeal to 
those laws for protection? You shall 
have those laws exercised to the full. 
You shall abide by what you have appealed 
to.' The result is I am in gaoL Cer- 
tainly no man ever fell so ignobly, and 
by such ignoble instruments, as I did. 
I say in Dorian Gray somewhere that 
^A man cannot be too careful in the 
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choice of his enemies/ I little thought 
that it was by a pariah I was to be made 
a pariah myself. 

The Philistine element in life is not 
the failure to understand art. Charm- 
ing people, such as fishermen, shepherds, 
ploughboys, peasants and the like, know 
nothing about art, and are the very salt 
of the earth. He is the Philistine who 
upholds and aids the heavy, cumbrous, 
blind, mechanical forces of society, and 
who does not recognise dynamic force 
when he meets it either in a man or a 
movement. 

People thought it dreadful of me to 
have entertained at dinner the evil things 
of life, and to have found pleasure in 
their company. But then, from the point 
of view through which I, as an artist in 
life, approach them they were delight- 
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fiiUy suggestive and stimulating. It was 
like feasting with panthers; the danger 
was half the excitement. I used to feel 
as a snake-charmer must feel when he 
lures the cobra to stir from the painted 
cloth or reed basket that holds it and 
makes it spread its hood at his bidding 
and sway to and fro in the air as a plant 
sways restfully in a stream. They were 
to me the brightest of gilded snakes, their 
poison was part of their perfection* I 
did not know that when tliey were to 
strike at me it was to be at another's 
piping and at another's pay. I don't feel 
at all ashamed at having known them, 
they were intensely interesting; what I 
do feel ashamed of is the horrible Philis- 
tine atmosphere into idiich I was brought 
My business as an artist was witli Ariel, 
I set myself to wrestle with Calibaa. 
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Instead of making beautiful coloured 
musical things such as Sahrn^ and The 
Florentine Tragedy and La Sainte Cour- 
tisane^ I forced myself to send long lawyer*s 
letters and was constrained to appeal to 
the very things against which I had always 
protested. Clibbom and Atkins were 
wonderful in their infamous war against 
life. To entertain them was an astound- 
ing adventure ; Dumas pere^ Cellini, Gk>ya, 
Edgar Allan Poe, or Baudelaire would 
have done just the same. What is loath- 
some to me is the memory of intermin- 
able visits paid by me to the solicitor 

H , when in the ghastly glare of 

a bleak room I would sit with a serious 
face telling serious lies to a bald man till 
I really groaned and yawned with ennui. 
There is where I found myself, right in 
the centre of Philistia, away from every- 
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tlun g that was beautiful or brilliant or 
wonderful or daring. I had come forward 
as the champion of respectability in con- 
duct, of puritanism in life, and of morality 
in art f^oilcL ou minent les numvais 
chemins . • • but I can think with grati- 
tude of those who by kindness without 
stint, devotion without limit, cheerfulness 
and joy in giving have lightened my black 
burden for me, have visited me again and 
again, have written to me beautiful and 
sympathetic letters, have managed my 
a£fairs for me, arranged my future life, 
and stood by me in the teeth of obloquy, 
taunt and open sneer, or insult even. I 
owe everything to them. The very books 

in my cell are paid for by out of 

his pocket-money ; from the same source 
are to come clothes for me when I am 
released. I am not ashamed of taking 
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a thing that is given in love and affec- 
tion ; I am proud of it. Yes, I think of 

my friends, such as More Adey, R , 

Robert Sherard, Frank Harris, Arthur 
Clifton, and what they have been to me, 
in giving me help, affection, and sympathy. 
I think of every single person who has 
been kind to me in my prison life down 
to the warder who gives me a ^Good- 
morning* and a ^Good-night* (not one 
of his prescribed duties) down to the 
common policemen who, in their homely, 
rough way strove to comfort me on my 
journeys to and firo from the Bankruptcy 
Court under conditions of terrible mental 
distress — down to the poor thief who re- 
cognising me as we tramped round the 
yard at Wandsworth, whispered to me in 
the hoarse prison voice men get firom 
long and compulsory silence : ' I am sorry 
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for you ; it is harder for the likes of you 
than it is for the likes of us/ 

A great friend of mine — a friend of ten 
years' standing — came to see me some time 
ago, and told me that he did not believe 
a single word of what was said against 
me, and wished me to know that he con- 
sidered me quite innocent, and the victim of 
a hideous plot I burst into tears at what 
he said, and told him that while there 
was much amongst the definite charges 
that was quite untrue and transferred to. 
me by revolting malice, still that my life 
had been full of perverse pleasures, an)) 
that unless he accepted that as a fact^ 
about me and realised it to the full I 
could not possibly be friends with him 
any more, or ever be in his company. 
It was a terrible shock to him, but we 
are friends, and I have not got his friend- 
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ship on false pretences. I have said to 
you to speak the truth is a painful thing. 
To be forced to tell lies is much worse. 
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I remember that as I was sitting in 
the Dock on the occasion of my last 
trial listening to Lockwood's appalling 
denunciation of me — like a thing out 
of Tacitus, like a passage in Dante, like 
one of Savonarola's indictments of the 
Popes of Rome — and being sickened with 
horror at what I heard, suddenly it 
occurred to me, How splendid it would 
he^ if I was saying all this about myself. 
I saw then at once that what is said of a 
man is nothing. The point is, who says 
it A man's very highest moment is, I 
have no doubt at all, when he kneels in 
the dust, and beats his breast, and tells 
all the sins of his life. 

Emotional forces, as I say somewhere 
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in Intentions, are as limited in extent and 
duration as the forees of physical energy. 
The little cup that is made to hold so 
much can hold so much and no more, 
though all the purple vats of Burgundy 
be filled with wine to the brim, and the 
treaders stand knee-deep in the gathered 
grapes of the stony vineyards of Spain. 
There is no error more common than that 
of thinking that those who are the causes 
or occasions of great tragedies share in the 
feelings suitable to the tragic mood : no 
error more fatal than expecting it of them. 
The martyr in his * shirt of flame ' may be 
looking on the face of God, but to him 
who is piling the faggots or loosening the 
logs for the blast the whole scene is no 
more than the slaying of an ox is to the 
butcher, or the felling of a tree to the 
charcoal burner in the forest, or the fall 
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of a flower to one who is mowing down 
the grass with a scjrthe. Great passions 
are for the great of soul, and great events 
can be seen only by those who are on a 
level with them. We think we can have 
om* emotions for nothing. We cannot 
Even the finest and the most self-sacrificing 
emotions have to be paid for. Strangely 
enough, that is what makes them fine. The 
intellectual and emotional life of ordinary 
people is a very contemptible affair. Just 
as they borrow their ideas from a sort of 
circulating library of thought — ^the ZdU 
geist of an age that has no soul and send 
them back soiled at the end of each week — 
so they always try to get their emotions 
on credit, or refuse to pay the bill when 
it comes in. We must pass out of that 
conception of life ; as soon as we have to 
pay for an emotion we shall know its 
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quality and be the better for such know- 
ledge. Remember that the sentimentalist 
is always a cynic at heart. Indeed senti- 
mentality is merely the Bank-holiday of 
cynicism. And delightful as cynicism is 
from its intellectual side, now that it has 
left the tub for the club, it never can be 
more than the perfect philosophy for a 
man who has no soul. It has its social 
value ; and to an artist all modes of expres- 
sion are interesting, but in itself it is a 
poor affair, for to the true cynic nothing i^ 

ever revealed 

• • • • • 

I know of nothing in all drama more in- 
comparable from the point of view of arty 
nothing more suggestive in its subtlety 
of observation, than Shakespeare's draw- 
ing of Rosencrantz and Gmldenstem. 
They are Hamlet s college friends. They 
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have been his companions. They bring 
with them memories of pleasant days 
together. At the moment when they 
come across him in the play he is stagger- 
ing mider the weight of a burden intoler- 
able to one of his temperament. The 
dead have come armed out of the grave to 
impose on him a mission at once too great 
and too mean for him. He is a dreamer, 
and he is called upon to act. He has the 
nature of the poet, and he is asked to 
grapple with the common complexity of 
cause and effect, with life in its practical 
realisation, of which he knows nothing, 
not with life in its ideal essence, of which 
he knows so much. He has no conception 
of what to do, and his folly is to feign 
folly. Brutus used madness as a cloak to 
conceal the sword of his purpose, the 
dagger of his will, but the Hamlet mad- 
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ness is a mere mask for the hiding of 
weakness. In the making of fancies and 
jests he sees a chance of delay. He keeps 
playing with action as an artist plays with 
a theory. He makes himself the spy of 
his proper actions, and listening to his 
own words knows them to be but ' words, 
words, words.' Instead of trjring to be the 
hero of his own history, he seeks to be the 
spectator of his own tragedy. He dis- 
believes in everything, including himself, 
and yet his doubt helps him not, as it 
comes not from scepticism but from a 
divided wilL 

Of all this Guildenstem and Rosencranti 
realise nothing. They bow and smirk and 
smile, and what the one says the other 
echoes with sickliest intonation. When, 
at last, by means of the play within the 
play, and the puppets in their dalliance, 
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Hamlet 'catches the conscience* of the 
King, and drives the wretched man in 
terror from his throne, Guildenstem and 
Rosencrantz see no more in his conduct 
than a rather painful breach of Court 
etiquette. That is as far as they can attain 
to in 'the contemplation of the spectacle 
of life with appropriate emotions.' They 
are close to his very secret and know 
nothing of it. Nor would there be any 
use in telling them. They are the little 
cups that can hold so much and no more. 
Towards the close it is suggested that, 
caught in a cunning spring set for another, 
they have met, or may meet, with a violent 
and sudden death. But a tragic ending 
of this kind, though touched by Hamlet's 
humour with something of the surprise 
and justice of comedy, is really not for 
such as they. They never die. Horatio, 
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who in order to * report Hamlet and 
cause aright to the unsatisfied/ 



' Absents him from felicity a while. 
And in this harsh world draws his breath in pain,' 

dies, though not before an audience, and 
leaves no brother. But Guildenstem and 
Rosencrantz are as immortal as Angelo 
and Tartufie, and should rank with them. 
They are what modern life has contributed 
to the antique ideal of friendship. He 
who writes a new De Amidtia must find 
a niche for them, and praise them in 
Tusculan prose. They are types fixed for 
all time. To censure them would show 
' a lack of appreciation.' They are merely 
out of their sphere : that is alL In sub- 
limity of soul there is no contagion. High 
thoughts and high emotions are by their 
very existence isolated. 
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I am to be released, if all goes well with 
me, towards the end of May, and hope to 
go at once to some little seaside village 
abroad with R and M . 

The sea, as Euripides says in one of his 
plays about Iphigeneia, washes away the 
stains and wounds of the world. 

I hope to be at least a month with 
my friends, and to gain peace and balance, 
and a less troubled heart, and a sweeter 
mood; and then if I feel able I shall 

arrange through R to go to some 

quiet foreign town like Bruges, whose grey 
houses and green canals and cool still 
ways had a charm for me years ago. I 
have a strange longing for the great simple 
primeval things, such as the sea, to me no 
less of a mother than the Earth. It seems 
to me that we all look at Nature too 
much, and live with her too little. I 
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discern great sanity in the Greek attitude. 
They never chattered about sunsets, or 
discussed whether the shadows on the 
grass were really mauve or not But they 
saw that the sea was for the swimmer, and 
the sand for the feet of the runner. They 
loved the trees for the shadow that they 
cast, and the forest for its silence at noon. 
The vineyard-dresser wreathed his hair 
with ivy that he might keep off the rays 
of the sun as he stooped over the young 
shoots, and for the artist and the athlete, 
the two types that Greece gave us, they 
plaited with garlands the leaves of the 
bitter laurel and of the wild parsley, which 
else had been of no service to men. 

We call ours a utilitarian age, and we 
do not know the uses of any single thing. 
We have forgotten that water can cleanse, 
and fire purify, and that the Earth is 
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mother to us alL As a consequence our 
art is of the moon and plays with shadows, 
while Greek art is of the sun and deals 
directly with things. I feel sure that in 
elemental forces there is purification, and 
I want to go back to them and live in 
their presence. 

• • • • • 

It is not for nothing or to no purpose 
that in my lifelong cult of literature I 
have made myself 

' Miser of sound and syllable^ no less 
Than Midas of his coinage.' 

I must not be afraid of the past ; if people 
tell me that it is irrevocable I shall not 
believe them; the past, the present, and 
the future are one moment in the sight 
of God, in whose sight we should try to 
live. Time and space, succession and ex- 
tension, are merely accidental conditions 
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of thought ; the imagination can transcend 
them and move in a free sphere of ideal 
existences. Things also are in their essence 
of what we choose to make them ; a thing 
is according to the mode in which we look 
at it. * Where others,' says Blake, * see but 
the dawn coming over the hill, I see the 
sons of God shouting for joy.' What 
seemed to the world and to myself my 
futiure I lost when I allowed myself to be 
taunted into taking action against Queens- 
berry ; I daresay I lost it really long before 
that What lies before me is my past. I 
have got to make myself look on that 
with different eyes, to make God look on 
it with different eyes. This I cannot do by 
ignoring it, or slighting it, or praising it, 
or denying it ; it is only to be done by 
accepting it as an inevitable part of the 
evolution of my life and character: by 
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bowing my head to everything I have 
suffered. How far I am away from the 
true temper of soul, this letter in its chang- 
ing uncertain moods, its scorn and bitter- 
ness, its aspirations and its failure to realise 
those aspirations, shows quite clearly ; but 
do not forget in what a terrible school I 
am sitting at my task, and incomplete, im- 
nerfect as I am, my friends have still much 
/^to gain. They came to me to learn the 
\ pleasure of life and the pleasure of art 
^^ Perhaps I am chosen to teach them some- 
thing more wonderful, the meaning of 

sorrow and its beauty. . 

^ ■ 

Of course to one so modem as I am, 
* enfant de mon si^cle,' merely to look at 
the world will be always lovely. I tremble 
with pleasure when I think that on the 
very day of my leaving prison both the 
laburnum and the lilac will be blooming 
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in the gardens, and that I shall see the 
wind stir into restless heauty the swaying 
gold of the one, and make the other toss 
the pale purple of its plumes so that all 
the air shall be Arabia for me. Linnaeus 
fell on his knees and wept for joy when 
he saw for the first time the long heath of 
some English upland made yellow with 
the tawny aromatic blossoms of the com- 
mon furze; and I know that for me, to 
whom flowers are part of desire, there are 
tears waiting in the petals of some rose. 
It has always been so with me from my 
boyhood. There is not a single colour 
hidden away in the chalice of a flower, 
or the curve of a shell, to which, by some 
subtle sympathy with the very soul of 
things, my nature does not answer. Like 
Gautier, I have always been one of those 
'pour qui le monde visible existe.' 
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Still, I am conscious now that behind 
all this beauty, satisfying though it may 
be, there is some spirit hidden of which 
the painted forms and shapes are but 
modes of manifestation, and it is with 
this spirit that I desire to become in har- 
mony. I have grown tired of the articu- 
late utterances of men and things. The 
Mystical in Art, the Mystical in Life, the 
Mystical in Nature — this is what I am 
looking for. It is absolutely necessary for 
me to find it somewhere. 

All trials are trials for one's life, just 
as all sentences are sentences of death ; 
and three times have I been tried. The 
first time I left the box to be arrested, 
the second time to be led back to the 
house of detention, the third time to pass 
into a prison for two years. Society, as 
we have constituted itt will have no place 
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